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Smashwords Edition 


Dedication 


For my family, because music bleeds from our souls the same way words 
do. 


ABOUT THE BOOK 


I thought I could fall in love with an up and coming rock star until he 
betrayed me. The lying, cheating, scheming piece of crap bassist for my 
brother’s band destroyed my faith in men. 


Funny how another musician saved me from humiliation, became my best 
friend during my internship with his band’s tour, and ended up winning 
my heart despite the fact that I had sworn to never go there again. 


Too bad things couldn’t stay so simple. One jealous ex-girlfriend, one 
crazy infatuation later, and I became public enemy number one. Then I 
waited to see if he would remain my savior, or prove that I was right the 
first time around... you can’t trust a rocker. Why the hell had I done so 
twice? 
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1 - CHASING A ROCK STAR 


“Please, Trav, you have to let me come backstage too!” I pleaded with my 
brother. 

“No way, Everly. Backstage is no place for my little sister.” He graced 
me with the most menacing glare his gray-blue eyes were capable of, but 
didn’t expand on his worries. I already knew what they were. He was 
afraid I’d think poorly of him if I saw him going off with a groupie, or if I 
saw any of the other guys doing the same. Hell, he was worried that I 
would just see the slutty little tramps, that somehow lost their clothing 
after the shows the band performed, and that I’d want to be like them. 

My brother was the lead singer for the band Fourth Down, and they 
were currently the opening act for The Infinite Everything. They were 
definitely everything. Every. Damn. Thing. Those boys were fine as hell, 


and their music was infectious. I was a fan of my brother’s band, but I 
could fan girl with the best of them over T.LE. It wasn’t about their looks 
either, not that their collective beauty didn’t hurt, but their music was 
phenomenal. 

“Come on Trav, that’s ridiculous. I’ll be going on the second leg of the 
tour with you guys for my internship. If I see something tonight that 
completely offends and scars me for life, I will know I should kill the 
internship and find something else.” Not that I could find something else 
at this late date, but I didn’t tell my brother that part. 

The only requirement I had left to earn my degree was the internship 
with their tour manager, Deacon James. I’d be damned if I would just 
throw that away for anyone, my brother included. I had worked way too 
hard to get where I was. Hell, I had given up the normal collegiate party 
experience more times than I cared to count, refused to get involved with 
anyone until recently, and basically put my whole life on hold to earn this 
damn degree. I was making it to graduation come hell or high water. It 
was bad enough I had to put off graduation until the end of the summer 
because of the stupid tour schedule, but what could I do? The other two 
internships I applied for had been denied. I had a sneaking suspicion that 
the only reason I got this one was because I ‘accidentally’ dropped my 
brother’s name when I interviewed. He didn’t even know about it until 
later that day when their stage manager asked him about me. Oops. 

“Damn it, Ev, you know I don’t want you doing the internship either,” 
he huffed out at me. 

“This is what I want to do with my life, Trav. You want to play guitar 
and tour. I want to organize tours for people like you. I can’t do that 
without getting experience.” I poked my bottom lip out in a pout, and 
widened my gray-blue eyes that so closely mirrored his own coloring. 
“T’ve never trampled on your dreams, big brother, please, don’t stomp on 
mine.” That did it. I saw the moment he caved. His shoulders slumped in 
defeat. 

“Fine, but the minute we’re off the stage, you stick to me like glue, and 
you can only stay long enough to meet the other band before they all 
head out to party. Then you leave. The last thing I need is fucking Micah 
or Jeremiah Stone taking a shine to you or something.” As if he had just 


reminded himself of something he pointed a finger in my direction. “Stay 
away from those dudes, seriously!” 

I hopped up and down excitedly on my tiptoes before swooping in for a 
hug. I ignored his last statement, because I was already seeing someone, 
and my dear brother would find out about that soon enough. “Thanks, 
Trav. I love you to pieces!” 

“Sure you do. More like you’re using me to meet your favorite band.” 

“T hope I can keep it together and be professional when I do finally get 
to meet them. I’ve only been following their career for years now,” I 
squealed. I was not afraid to admit it. The noise that burst forth from my 
mouth had my brother shaking his head. 

“It’s a good thing I know you so well, Ev. If I thought for a minute that 
you wanted to jump on their members, I would call this whole thing off 
and have Deacon revoke your internship.” I was about to interrupt him 
when he shook his head and stopped me. “Don’t bother. I know. You’re 
fan-girling over the music itself, and not the geniuses who happen to be 
playing it.” He chuckled at that. “Man, do not ever let them know that. 
Some of those guys have crazy egos.” 

Actually, yes, I was excited about the music. I was even anxious about 
meeting the band members, but the number one thing I was excited about 
tonight was finally getting to see my brother’s bass guitarist in action 
again. Clay Miller had been friends with my brother for close to ten years. 
He hadn’t been as tight with all the other members of the band in that 
time though. He’d only joined up with them to play in the past two years. 
Before that, Clay had just been a guy who had hung out with them in 
high school once in a while. 

Clay and I had started seeing each other a month before the guys took 
off for the first leg of their tour. This was their first time out as an 
opening act on a world-wide tour, and they were hoping to get picked up 
on a major recording contract as a result. They were sort of on probation, 
and this tour was the trial run to see how well their fan base grew. 
Because it was the guys’ first tour, Clay convinced me to wait to tell my 
brother about us until after they got back to town. It would give us almost 
a month for the dust to settle prior to hopping back on tour with T.L.E. 

Clay didn’t want to cause any friction while they were still getting 


through first time jitters. It’s not like they’d never performed together on 
stage, but it was the first time they were hopping around to large venues, 
with mostly sold out crowds, and a recording contract on the line. I 
totally got it. 

Once the second leg of the tour got under way, I’d be joining them for 
at least two of the three months they’d be burning through U.S. tour 
dates. My internship was for two months, and since it was the last 
requirement for my graduation, I was hoping to pop back home, walk the 
stage, and be able to catch up for the remainder of the stops on tour when 
all was said and done. The perfect storm of events had come together to 
insure I got to not only finish my degree while on tour with my brother, 
but that I was able to do it with my boyfriend too. I couldn’t ask for more, 
beyond maybe falling right into a sweet little paid job in the music 
industry when my time was up with the internship. Life was looking up 
these days. Bonus — I’d be able to finally let my hair down and have some 
fun while I was out with the guys too, and Lord knew, I needed a bit of 
fun in my life after denying myself for so long. 

“T have to get back in to soundchecks soon, let’s get your pass and get 
you on the list to be back here after the show.” My brother slung his arm 
around my shoulders and yanked, hard. 

“Ouch,” I grumbled. “You don’t have to be so rough, Trav.” 

“You want to work with rock stars, Sis, you better get used to it being 
rough, and being manhandled by sweaty assholes.” I snickered at the 
unintentional innuendo coming from my brother. He growled at me. 
“Gross. You better be a virgin until you’re in your 30s, and if anyone gets 
too handsy, you will tell me so I can castrate them.” 

I laughed. “No worries, brother o’ mine. I will be just fine with the 
manhandling, and you’ll never have to know about it.” I teased him, and 
would have tossed in a playful wink for good measure if he hadn’t 
tightened his grip around my shoulders. That move quickly turned into a 
choke hold at my neck and then my idiot brother started running his 
closed fist across the top of my head, giving me a noogie. Chris North, his 
band’s drummer, happened to be walking by and saw this portion of our 
sibling interaction. His hearty laugh let me know he enjoyed the show 
too. 


Once upon a time, I’d harbored a major crush on Chris. His jet black, 
messy hair and bright green eyes were a startling combination on their 
own. Throw in the muscular, tattooed arms wailing a beat on the drums, 
along with his sexy smirk, and he was definitely the stuff many dreams of 
mine had been made of. The man, even when he was younger and less 
filled out, had been pretty much every girl’s fantasy. He and my brother 
had been best buddies since grade school, and unfortunately, Chris took 
the Bro Code seriously. 

No little sisters. Ever. When I realized it would never happen, I wiped 
up the drool, and went off on my own adventures with an idiot my age. 
My brother was probably dumber for allowing that to happen instead. 
Chris would have been a way better option than the jerk-wad who stole 
my virginity when I got drunk at the only party I ever attended, and then 
told everyone how easy I was. Thank God my brother is older and had 
already left high school in pursuit of college, football, and finally a music 
career by then. 

“Nice hair, Evie!” Chris taunted, pulling me out of that nightmare 
memory, before turning his attention back to my brother. “Hey man, you 
headed to soundcheck?” 

“Yeah, just have to get the twerp here a pass for backstage tonight.” 
Chris’s brows rose in question, and Travis’s shoulders slumped yet again 
as he released me. “She’ll be doing that internship next month when we 
head back out anyway. Might as well give her a taste of what it’s going to 
be like so she can run before it’s too late.” 

“T guess,” Chris offered. “Pll just walk with you guys then since you'll 
be headed over right after.” Chris turned back to me. “How’s school going 
anyway? Almost finished?” 

“Yup, I have exams in two weeks, and then I’m done. Well, I have to 
complete the internship satisfactorily, and then I get to pick up a shiny 
little piece of paper that says I’m all legit and shit.” 

Both men laughed at me. “Legit and shit? Maybe we should have you 
writing our songs.” I groaned. “No, really, it’s catchy!” Chris laughed. Not 
that it was necessary to hear the sarcasm dripping from his comment. 

“Whatever. One day, Pll be managing your shows and I’m going to 
forget to stock the green peanut M&Ms in your candy dish.” 


Chris held his hand over his heart, perfect pouty lips formed an ‘o’ of 
surprised indignation, as he drawled out, “You wound me, Evie!” 

“Hey, where’s Ainsley? I thought we’d see her at the concert tonight.” 
My brother questioned me about my roommate and best friend. 

“She’s doing the semester abroad with Damien, remember?” 

“Oh yeah, damn. I thought she was going to meet up with you here 
tonight. I really don’t like you having to stand behind the scenes all by 
yourself.” 

“Seriously, you don’t need to worry about it. I’m a big girl. 1 know how 
to stand around and watch a bunch of dumb guys bang around on 
instruments and pretend they know what they’re doing. Hell-o! I was 
there for the early-years of rehearsals remember?” 

“We do not bang around on instruments,” my brother yelped in mock 
outrage. 

“Well, technically I do,” Chris laughed. “I definitely know what I’m 
doing though. I could teach you sometime, but honestly, awesomeness 
isn’t a skill easily taught, Evie, so you might want to stick with that 
degree of yours.” He winked at me as we approached the guy who was 
obviously the lord of the backstage passes. 

“Hey man, can you hook my sister up for tonight? She’s going to be 
hitting up the second leg of the tour, working under Deacon. She’s hoping 
for a trial run tonight.” 

“Sure thing,” the mountain of a man answered in a deeply gruff voice. 

“Okay, Sis,” my brother said, pulling me into his arms and slipping a 
quick peck of a kiss to the top of my golden blond, now slightly tangled 
thanks to his efforts hair. “Aaron here will help you out, and show you 
where to go. We have to hit up our soundcheck real quick. P’ll meet you 
in a bit to take you to the stage just before the show.” 

“Thanks so much, Trav!” I whimpered out as he hugged me too tightly, 
cutting off my ability to actually take in oxygen. He’d been pulling that 
particular hug attack since I was six and he was almost nine. When he 
discovered I actually start turning blue, he’d learned to lighten up a bit. 
This was just a reminder that he would always be the strong, powerful, 
big brother, and that I should bow to his whims. Unfortunately for him, 
my big doe-eyed pout broke through the ice in his heart every damn time, 


and I always got my way no matter how hard he could hug me. 

Nervous little butterflies danced around inside my belly as the guys 
walked away and the huge mountain of a man named Aaron began 
scrawling on a clipboard, and calling someone else to add my name to 
some list or other. “Full name?” He asked. 

“Everly Dawson.” I answered him as he continued talking to someone 
on the other end of the line. I had been backstage plenty of times at dive 
bars. I’'d helped the band set up numerous times before, but I’d never 
been backstage at a huge venue like this. My heart was tittering away 
behind my ribs as the excitement built. Then Aaron stood from the stool 
he’d apparently been perched upon. I looked up, and then up some more. 

“Jesus, how big are you?” 

“Y’m 6 feet, 7 inches darlin’ and the name ain’t Jesus, it’s Aaron.” He 
tossed a wink out for my benefit along with a quick smile. “You ready?” 

Was I ever? Hell yes, I was about to watch my brother, his friends, and 
my boyfriend play on stage in a mammoth arena that would be a part of 
kick-starting their careers -and possibly mine —- into overdrive. I was so 
ready for this! 


When the time came for Fourth Down to hit the stage my brother came 
back to escort me from a room full of strangers and into the wings. 

“Did you tell everyone I was here tonight?” 

My brother eyed me wearily. “What was I supposed to do? Announce it 
to the arena or something?” 

“Well, I meant the band, dumbass.” 

“Chris knows you’re here. I didn’t see any point in telling the other 
guys. If I warn them to behave you'll just blast me about not getting an 
authentic experience, so you'll have to take your chances with what you 
see until I get to introduce you to The Infinite Everything after they finish 
up tonight.” 

“Oh, okay fine, but you know I’m super important right?” I teased. He 
didn’t get a chance to respond though, because the band was announced 
and while the other three members filed out from stage right my brother 


sauntered off toward center stage from where we’d been standing. If they 
didn’t walk out like that all the time, they definitely should, because it 
immediately threw attention to the front man, and he started tossing his 
arms in the air, waving to the crowd, and trying to pump them up before 
he ever even got in front of his microphone. My brother was awesome! 

I situated myself so that I was half hidden behind some equipment on 
the left hand side of the stage, figuring that if Clay hadn’t seen me yet, I’'d 
wait to surprise him after the show. I had a clear view of Drew -— their 
guitarist, my brother, and Chris. I couldn’t really see Clay clearly because 
he was on the other side of the stage from where I stood. I was guessing I 
would see more of him once the others started bouncing around out 
there. My brother was not known for standing still. He commanded 
attention on the stage like no other. 

The snooty little groupies from the holding room I was in earlier today, 
were giving me the stink eye from across the stage. Stage right was 
apparently where they took the trash before the show. God, I wished my 
best friend, Ainsley, were here so I could commiserate about them with 
someone. I couldn’t exactly laugh out loud at my own clever jokes 
without looking like a complete loon. I don’t normally judge people, but 
I’d been around the band long enough to know what those type of women 
were about. They were users. Usually, users of people, alcohol, drugs, and 
anything else they could get to satisfy their Bacchanalian desires. They 
also had claws that formed into hooks when they thought a sucker was 
nearby who could open up his wallet. They were also okay if he could 
lead them to their dream lives of being famous for being talentless 
hangers-ons who spent some poor sucker’s money until he was bled dry. 
That was just before she moved on to the next sucker with a juicier bank 
account. I know it sounded incredibly jaded to say, but I’d already seen 
how it had attempted to play out in the past, for some of the other bands 
the guys had played with, on the club circuit. 

I hoped with all my heart that my wonderfully, talented, super-sweet 
brother wasn’t getting up to shenanigans with any of them. Sure, he 
deserved to blow off some steam and sow some wild oats just as much as 
anyone, but I really wanted him to find a good woman to ground him. 
Actually, he’d already had a good woman, and I was hoping they would 


get back together before she realized he wasn’t worth waiting around for. 
Plus, I was really dying to get my hands on some little nieces and 
nephews to play with. You know, all the fun of babies, and the ability to 
hand them back to someone when they start crying and pooping. 

I stood there, watching the boys perform for the next 40 minutes. Their 
set wasn’t too long, but they were just the warm up act. And warm up 
they did! The audience was going wild for my brother’s antics and I 
couldn’t have been any more proud of him in that moment. I wiped a 
rogue tear away and continued to grin like an idiot as I watched. I was so 
happy for my brother for following his heart and living his dream. I only 
wished I could have seen a little more of my man on stage. It sucked that 
Clay hadn’t told Trav about us yet, because then I could have demanded 
someone put the trash on this side and move me over there so I could 
watch him too. Instead, I settled for quick glimpses of him, and the sweet 
reward that was coming later, once everything was out in the open. 

They finished their set to the roaring of the crowd, and I clapped my 
hands and beamed at them from the shadows of the side-stage. The guys 
finished doing their thing, and I finally got a good look at my man as he 
crossed over to Chris and pointed at the other side of the stage. So, the 
trash must have been there for Chris. Gross. I was definitely going to let 
him know about himself later. Chris was way better than any of the 
skanks over there. 

“Oh my God, you guys were amazing!” I yelled as my brother walked 
up to me and grabbed me up in a big bear hug. “Ew, gross! Put me down, 
you sweaty man-beast!” 

“It’s not sweat, Sis, it’s all my awesome dripping out. You could use 
some!” He laughed loudly as he twirled me around and put me down. 
“Let’s go hit the dressing room so I can grab a water and a clean shirt, 
then Pll bring you back out to catch some of The Infinite Everything’s 
set.” 

I nodded my head before trying to look back over his shoulder. “What 
about the rest of the guys?” 

Travis looked behind him at the rest of the band. “They’ll be backstage 
when we're done. They have a couple of things to take care of first, and 
then both the bands hang out after for a bit.” He shrugged his shoulders. 


“We’ve been trying to do a bonding thing since we’re always in close 
quarters with one another. 

“Oh, okay.” It was good to hear that they had been working on bonding 
exercises since I knew that it had been a bumpy transition when they 
added Clay to the mix. “You guys got that crowd seriously pumped up. If 
you don’t get a contract after that, then the record execs are idiots.” 

His smile kicked up another notch, and he squeezed me into his side 
again. “Thank, Ev. That means a lot, and I sure as hell hope you’re right!” 

“Tam. I definitely am.” 

Watching the guys from The Infinite Everything rock the crowd was a 
treat. If I thought my brother’s lesser-known band kicked major ass, I was 
in for a shock as I stood there listening to the crowd singing along with 
the guys from T.I.E. It was absolutely nuts, and ridiculously hard not to 
get swept away by the energy. “They’re phenomenal.” I managed to 
whisper shout my praise to my brother. One of the guys from the band, 
Micah, had just winked at me as I said that. I wasn’t certain if he actually 
heard what I said or if he was just flirting with me because I was the only 
girl standing on the side of the stage. Either way, my smile grew, and that 
earned me a punch to the arm from my brother. 

“No flirting with any of the guys from either band,” he demanded. 

“That’s just not fair,” I fake pouted. “No need to worry anyway. I’m 
already seeing someone.” I figured I would go ahead and start priming my 
brother for the news that Clay and I were about to deliver to him as soon 
as we got backstage with the rest of their band. 

“Oh yeah? You’re about to leave on tour for two months, in a few 
weeks. How’s this dude going to deal with that separation while you’re 
riding a bus with two rock-n-roll bands plus crew?” 

I shrugged. “Something tells me he’ll be just fine.” I laughed, since my 
brother wasn’t in on the fact that ’d be with my special someone the 
whole time. 

“Come on, they only have two more songs in their set, and I want to get 
back to the dressing room before their fans swarm the place.” 

We got held up for a few minutes when some fans backstage noticed 
my brother and asked him to sign everything from t-shirts to their boobs. 
Yes, actual boobs. My brother had the good sense to be embarrassed by 


that request since I was standing right there. 

“Tl sign anything else, but I can’t do that in front of my little sister,” he 
told the woman who requested it. She gave me a bitchy look and then 
flipped her t-shirt — the one she had taken off — to him. Travis didn’t miss 
a whole lot, and he’d caught the look. Instead of taking the shirt, he 
grabbed a CD case that one of the only guys backstage was holding out. 
My brother signed that, and then took hold of my arm to pull me away. 

“Wait, you forgot to sign my shirt,” the woman with the hooker red 
lipstick and bare boobs shouted to my brother. 

“No, I didn’t.” He said, then turned again to continue walking us back 
to the dressing room. 

I laughed at her confused look. The woman actually glanced down at 
her shirt as if he had magically signed it when she wasn’t looking. “That 
was just cruel. She’s actually trying to find a signature on that shirt. 
Totally missed your snub. That makes it almost unworthy of its 
amazingness.” I smiled at my brother, who was chuckling beside me, as 
we walked. “Thank you for that, by the way. Although, you’re going to 
piss off fans if you do that all the time.” 

“Nah, it wasn’t even one of our shirts. Besides, ’'m all about doing 
things for the people who appreciate it. The sharks can just bite me.” 

“I don’t think you want to offer biting as an option to some of those 
sharks. They’re just plain nasty. You should have seen skank one and two 
that were in the holding room with me for a bit before the show. I swear, 
I almost caught a disease while sitting across the room from them.” My 
brother laughed again before he pulled on a door and gestured for me to 
go in ahead of him. “No, really, I felt like I should have been in a full 
body condom.” I said to him over my shoulder as I walked through the 
door. My brother continued to laugh at my antics. Too bad he couldn’t 
have both been on stage, and standing with me, during the show. That 
would have been perfect. Maybe it’s not too late to clone him and make a 
twin to hang with while he was on stage. 

When I finally turned around to get a look at the dressing room we had 
just entered, I immediately spotted Chris and Drew at a bar area towards 
the back taking shots with skank one from the holding room. The other 
skank seemed to have disappeared. They were laughing and watching 


something across the room, which of course immediately drew my 
attention in that direction. There, on the couch, was my boyfriend, the 
band’s bass player, Clay Miller. I smiled briefly at seeing him slouched 
there with his head tipped back on the top of the couch. That was until 
my gaze slid down and I noticed his hands were gripping a rather large 
amount of black hair that was busy going up and down in his lap and 
making the most lewd slurping sounds ever. Oh. My. God. 

“You lying, cheating sack of horseshit!” I yelled out into the room once 
I remembered how to breathe again. Everyone went silent with my 
shrieked outburst, and all eyes turned to me. All eyes except Skank Two’s, 
because she was still too busy sucking my boyfriend’s cock to care. 
Welcome to the crazy world of rock-n-roll, Everly. The place where the 
music has you on a high you never think you can come down from until 
you walk in on your man getting sucked off by the walking venereal 
disease you had the misfortune of sharing air with earlier in the night. 
Fuck. My. Life. 


2 - FORGET THE DREAM 


“What the hell, Ev?” My brother shouted, pushing me aside to see what I 
was looking at, or more importantly whom I was yelling at. 

Clay’s unfocused eyes snapped to attention at the sound of my shrill 
voice, and then they bugged right the hell out of his skull for a moment. I 
saw, rather than heard, his whispered “Holy shit!” 

That was all it took to untether my feet from where they had been 
stuck to the floor in my moment of shock. I turned and managed to 
wrench myself from my brother’s grasp before I took off at a dead run, 
straight back down the hall I had just come through only moments ago. I 
started looking for a door that wasn’t locked and a room that wasn’t 
occupied. I finally found one, hurled myself inside, and prayed no one 


would hear me as I sobbed my poor little embarrassed heart out. It was a 
pretty noisy venue, so I thought I’d be safe here until I could get my shit 
together. 

I couldn’t believe he’d even attempt to pull this sort of stunt. Everyone 
in the band knows how close my brother and I are. Sure, he and Clay 
hadn’t been as close as the other two guys, but he’d been with the band 
for the last two years and anytime I was off from school, I would go help 
out when I could or at least go take in a show when they were performing 
close by. That’s how we had started seeing each other. One night after the 
show we got to talking, exchanged numbers, and carried on from there. 
Two days later, we went on our first date. two weeks and four dates later, 
we had sex for the first time. It wasn’t the best sex, a little too quick to 
the finish if ’m being honest, but it had started to get better just before 
they left on tour. 

I wasn’t exactly in love with the guy, but damn it, I had plans. We had 
plans together for the second leg of the tour. There was a built in, one- 
month long break, for the headlining band to hit the studio before going 
out on the longest part of the tour. Clay and I were supposed to get a lot 
of days to spend together for that month off, and then we were going to 
be traveling together. Ugh. Great, just great. Now, I was going to have to 
deal with being humiliated. I would never be able to look the rest of the 
guys from the band in the face again. 

My own brother might disown me. Everything was ruined, and worse, I 
caught him with skank number two. Now, I worried that maybe condoms 
weren’t a strong enough deterrent for whatever that man might be 
carrying. Note to self, schedule a doctor appointment tomorrow. I was 
still sort of ugly crying and hiccupping, and not necessarily because of the 
jerk-off who had cheated on me, but because it came with an even bigger, 
uglier mess. If only I had contained my outburst. No one but douche-nuts 
and I would have known about it. 

Someone cleared their throat behind me. “Hey, are we doing an 
interview in here or what? I thought the schedule said...” The man looked 
up then. His vibrant blue eyes widened at the sight of me, and the smile 
that had been both softening and lighting up his masculine features faded 
into a concerned frown. “Are you okay?” His deep voice resonated 


through the room and vibrated off my very bones. Great, because what I 
needed was more humiliation. I was so not going to be able to take this 
internship after all. 

“Oh my God, I’m sorry. I’ll leave. I thought the room was empty. I just 
needed... well, a minute or something,” I sniffed and started to shuffle 
toward the door. Unfortunately, the path to the door was blocked by a 
solid wall of man-muscle; and the man behind that muscle happened to 
still be frowning down at me. 

“No, it’s okay. I’m guessing our interview got cancelled tonight, and our 
assistant forgot to update me again. Are you all right? You’re not hurt are 
you? I can call someone to help...” 

“No!” I squeaked out. The last thing I needed was more of the workers 
on this tour finding out about what just happened. “It’s just my heart, or 
maybe my pride, that’s hurting a little bit. ’ll be fine. I really am sorry. Is 
there a quick way out of here? Maybe there’s an exit that doesn’t get used 
often? I need to go catch my ride over by the busses and I’d really rather 
not run into too many more people.” I frowned and flipped my hand 
toward my face to offer the remnants of my ugly cry as evidence for why 
I didn’t want to be seen. 

“Are you sure you want that ride now?” He looked angry on my behalf 
as he spoke. Obviously, he was thinking my ride was whoever hurt me. 

“Yeah. The heartbreak is from the douche down the hall with his dick 
in some whore’s mouth. The ride is with my brother.” 

“Maybe you should tell your brother about the douche before you go. 
Hell, ’ll help him solve this dude’s dick problems.” 

I gave him a weak smile for being so thoughtful, and then it hit me how 
horrible this situation really was. I was going to have to tour with all of 
these people. I couldn’t turn down the damn internship now, because 
there was no way to get another one before graduation. I’d already signed 
the contract and turned the information in to the school. If I backed out 
now I could say good-bye to a second chance later, and kiss my degree 
goodbye right along with it. This was the industry I planned to work in. 
This was what I wanted to do with my life, and one bad decision later, it 
could all be in jeopardy. All for a guy who had a whore hoovering his 
dick in front of an audience and lord only knew what else when he was 


texting plans to be with me late into the night, every night. 

“He’s in Fourth Down. Damn it. ’m going on the second leg of the tour 
for my internship. P’ll have to see him, and deal with this crap every day.” 
I didn’t even realize I had expressed my concerns out loud until I heard 
him speak again. 

“Wait. You’re going on tour with us?” 

That stopped me cold. He said, ‘With us?’ Who was this guy? I stopped 
and took a really good look at him then, and a moment later recognition 
kicked in. “Oh God! Humiliation complete,” I grumbled. “You’re Jay 
Fucking Turner!” I tossed my hands in the air as if to say I give up. Why, 
oh why, hadn’t Jesus taken the wheel earlier? He could have stopped me 
from opening my mouth and giving Trav the doe-eyed look that always 
makes him cave to my every whim. Then, I would have never seen it, 
and... well, no. It’s good that I saw. What if he’d come crawling home to 
my apartment after that? Gross. Okay, maybe there was a reason for 
everything. Even if those reasons were lined in crap. 

“Well,” the man drawled out slowly. “Most people just call me Jay, but 
I do like the added middle name,” he stated with a smirk on his face. 

“Jesus. What did I ever do to piss off the karmic fairies this bad?” 

He threw his arm over my shoulder. “Come on, sweetheart, I’ll walk 
you to the buses before you miss your ride. Besides, you’re night is not a 
complete loss. You ran into me, after all!” 

“Modest much?” I huffed out, even as I chuckled through another tear- 
drenched hiccup. 

“Nope! It’s a fact, sweetheart!” 

“Everly,” I insisted. 

“Hmm?” 

“My name, it’s Everly.” 

“Well, good to meet you, Everly. ’m sorry for the circumstances 
though. I really hope you don’t let that rotten bastard run you off the 
internship. If you’re willing to name drop, I can make sure a certain 
someone trips on stage sometime in front of everyone.” I laughed at the 
prospect. “Just please, tell me it wasn’t Travis. I like that dude, it’d be a 
shame to have to kick his ass.” He opened the door that led to the parking 
lot and we continued on toward the buses as I shook my head. 


“No,” I was about to explain who Travis was to me when the person in 
question ran up to us calling my name. 

“T thought you said it wasn’t him?” Jay questioned. 

“No, it’s not. He’s my...” 

“What are you doing with my sister?” Trav asked Jay as he moved 
directly in front of us. 

“Ah, I see.” Jay said to me as he smiled. “Found her crying in the 
interview room.” I jabbed him hard in the ribs with my elbow for 
admitting that. “Stubbed toe, I think. Didn’t want her walking to the 
buses by herself when she said she had to meet her ride out here.” 

“Cut the shit,” Trav hissed. “Please,” my brother turned in my direction 
then, ignoring Jay completely. “Tell me that scene was not what I thought 
it was.” I just looked down at my feet and didn’t bother to answer. He 
knew damn well it was. “I’m going to fucking kill him!” Travis turned 
away for a minute, fists clenched, obviously fighting for some self-control. 
“How long, Ev?” His back was still to me as he asked this question. 

“We started seeing each other a month before you guys left for the first 
part of the tour. He promised he would tell you tonight so that it wouldn’t 
be weird when I started my internship with you guys next month.” 

Travis turned to face me again with an incredulous look plastered on 
his features. “I’ve been watching him hook up with groupies every 
fucking night for three weeks, Ev!” I winced at that admission, allowing 
my chin to fall further toward my chest as my shoulders hunched in 
around myself. When I got back to my apartment, I was going to drown 
myself in some triple fudge mint brownie ice cream or something. Yes, I 
was planning a pity party for one, since my roommate was currently 
prancing around Europe without me. I knew I should have gone with her 
instead of doing this tour with the company promoting it. European guys 
didn’t believe in cheating, right? Yeah, I knew that wasn’t right either. 
Men were men, no matter where on the globe they were located. 
Whatever. Ice cream could fix anything. 

“Hey man,” Jay’s voice barged into my thoughts and the warmth from 
his body brought me completely back to reality. The beautiful man threw 
his arm around my shoulder, a little tighter than he’d had it before, and 
pulled me close to him in a protective gesture that had my heart 


thumping to a new beat. “She really didn’t need to hear that right now.” 

“No, it’s okay. Better to get it all out in the open now. I’ve already seen 
his dick in someone’s mouth tonight. It really doesn’t get much worse.” 
My brother winced, so I knew it must have been much worse. Now that 
Jay pointed out the error of Travis’s ways, he wasn’t going to be keen on 
sharing the dirty details of what went down while they’d been on tour 
though. 

“Fuck!” My brother yelled into the open air. We were all quietly 
standing there for a moment after that outburst. I’d like to think we were 
all silently processing, but I had to wonder if maybe they were both just 
wishing that they too could go home and drown in a tub full of ice cream 
at this point. No? Okay, maybe that part was just me. The sound of feet 
shuffling behind my brother caught my attention, but I couldn’t see who 
it was. 

“Trav man, come on, you need to let me explain. It’s all a big 
misunderstanding. We weren’t going to be official, exclusive, or whatever 
until after I got to talk to you.” Oh holy no fucking way in hell was this 
asshole spouting this bullshit. I started forward; ready to lay into the jerk 
with all I had when that arm around my shoulder secured me tighter, 
pulling my back tightly against his warm, solid chest again. Man, he was 
projecting a lot of body heat. 

Clay apparently still hadn’t noticed I was standing here, because my 
brother’s gigantor build was blocking his view. Trav spun on his heel 
faster than lightening and started screaming at Clay. “You see me every 
day! Every. Fucking Day.” He slowed things down to make his point. 
“You couldn’t find the time to tell me you were dating my sister? Maybe, 
I don’t know, sometime in between all the times you were wasted and 
banging a handful of chicks each night?” He questioned, and there was 
part of my answer as to how bad it had been while they’d been gone for 
three weeks. “You could have used the time better by being respectful to 
my sister, but also by telling me about your relationship with her. You 
went behind my fucking back and started screwing my little sister, and 
then you had the audacity to come on tour with me and bang every chick 
that showed up backstage?” As if I hadn’t already been humiliated 
enough, my brother had really sunk the fire-hot poker right into my 


insides and twisted. I would be lucky if I hadn’t caught anything. Granted, 
I hadn’t been with Clay physically since they left for tour, but what had 
he been up to during the nights when we weren’t together, before they 
left? 

“Jesus, ’'m going to need the doctors to put me in a bubble and sanitize 
every inch of me. Gah!” I muttered under my breath. 

“Have you been with him since the tour started?” Jay questioned. I 
shook my head no. “Well, hopefully, this was just first time tour bullshit. 
Lots of guys fall into that trap. I’m not making excuses for him, but maybe 
it means he wasn’t screwing around before the tour. Doesn’t make a 
difference to your heart, but maybe it does for your health.” A shiver ran 
through me with his words. I wasn’t sure if it was because of the 
comforting thought or the not so comforting possibilities. 

My brother was still ranting at Clay while I absorbed Jay’s words. 
“Obviously you were never serious about cluing me into this little 
relationship. If you had been, you certainly wouldn’t have allowed me to 
see the shit you were up to.” 

“Look man,” Clay threw his hands up in defeat. “I know I fucked up not 
talking to you.” Trav shifted on his feet allowing Clay to see me standing 
there behind him with Jay’s arm still wrapped around my shoulders. “Are 
you kidding me? So you’re fucking Jay now too? And you send your 
brother after me for fucking around on you? What a fucking bitch!” 

Trav moved so fast I couldn’t track it until his fist met with Clay’s jaw. 
The hit snapped my ex-boyfriend’s head back, knocking him off balance. 
He didn’t wait for Clay to recover at all. Instead, blow after blow rained 
down on him. My brother and his fists were simple, swift justice being 
executed. “She’s my sister.” Whap. “You fucking dickwad.” Whap. “We 
have a hands off policy with family for a reason, fucker!” Whap. “Can’t 
fucking believe...” Whap. “You tried to pull that shit.” Whap. 

“Jesus,” I whispered as I watched my brother literally punch my ex- 
boyfriend down into the pavement. More thuds from his fist meeting 
Clay’s face and body met my ears. Clay curled into the fetal position with 
his arms wrapped around his head, protecting himself from the fists of 
terror that were ripping into him over and over again. “Trav, you need to 
stop this.” I shouted. 


“You trying to protect this dirt bag now, after what you just saw and 
heard tonight?” Travis yelled as yet another punch flew free. 

“No, [’'m trying to protect you from murder charges, you idiot!” 

“What in the fuck is going on?” A deep baritone voice called out in the 
night as several people ran up and ripped my brother off of his bandmate. 
It had apparently been one of the security guys who yelled out. Aaron, I 
think. 

“What the hell, man?” Chris North called out as he realized both people 
involved in the altercation were in his band. 

“He’s been dating Evie for two months,” my brother yipped out in 
frustration. 

“No, he hasn’t,” Chris denied. He then looked at the bloody lump of 
man on the ground and back to both Travis and myself before it all 
started to sink in. “No!” His voice still held that element of disbelief. 
“Fuck no!” Clay, who was now being held upright by the beefy security 
guy suddenly had his head knocked back again, this time by my brother’s 
best friend. “Are you fucking serious, dude? You deserved this.” He spat 
out. 

Their guitarist, Drew, had finally caught on to what was going down. 
His shoulders slumped forward as he threw me a pitying glance and he 
walked up to the scene. I’d long suspected that Drew had a crush on me, 
but I'd also long ago put him in the ‘brother’ category right along side 
Chris. They’d been in my life forever and the off limits sentiment Travis 
threw out to all of us over the years, especially after I grew boobs, was 
crystal clear. The only reason I went there with Clay was because I didn’t 
think the same rules applied, since we’d officially met as adults. “Dude, 
how fucking stupid are you? Seriously? She’s a freaking angel, and you’ve 
been fucking every whore who gets backstage for weeks.” 

Okay, my turn to flinch once more with the reiteration of how horribly 
humiliated I was. Jay, to his credit, felt my reaction and rubbed his hand 
up and down my arm in a comforting gesture. “Sorry, Ev,” Drew added as 
an afterthought. He shook his head as he looked away. Yeah, he 
apparently still had a small crush on me, and damn it hurt to see the 
disappointment in his eyes, that I’d chosen to break the rules with Clay, of 
all people. To my defense, it’s not like I saw this coming, him cheating on 


me, or this nasty mess that could affect their band just when they were 
getting started. 

“Oh God,” I whisper hissed. Jay leaned down and quietly asked what 
my little outburst was about. I pushed at him, and he subtly backed us up 
so we were a little further away from the drama currently taking place. 
They were discussing with someone on the phone about whether they 
needed to call an ambulance to the scene or just take Clay straight to the 
hospital. It must have been decided that he was getting a ride from staff, 
because another security guy showed up, along with a medic that was on 
staff for the event. 

“What’s up, sweetheart?” Jay asked quietly. 

“What have I done? What about the band? Oh God, please tell me I 
didn’t just screw up my brother’s chances...” I let the rest of my statement 
die on my lips as I looked up into Jay’s cool, blue eyes. 

“Nah. Worse comes to worse, they have to continue on with the 
dickhead through the tour because of contracts. It’s no big deal to replace 
a bassist though. He was a recent addition to the band from what your 
brother was saying the other day. Seriously, don’t sweat it. There was 
already trouble in paradise with them from the start. Apparently, this is 
the norm for the guy, and the others were worried about how that would 
effect them in the long run.” 

“How could I not have seen it?” I felt about two inches tall. The 
question really wasn’t for Jay, but he answered anyway. 

“Sweetheart, I’m pretty sure he showed you the face he wanted you to 
see, and told you all the pretty lies he needed to. Obviously, you haven’t 
been to a concert on tour yet, so it was pretty easy to hide, especially 
since you weren’t open with the other members about having a 
relationship.” He huffed out an indignant laugh. “He probably figured 
your brother wouldn’t talk dirty details about what went down behind the 
scenes with his little sister, so he was safe.” 

“Yeah, but he knew I was going on tour later on. How the hell was he 
going to explain that to the band then, when we did make it known that 
we'd been dating all this time?” 

“All things considered, does it really matter? Look, I get this is all fresh, 
and you’re in shock, but the dude is scum, and the last thing you need to 


worry about is what his intentions were. Obviously, they weren’t good.” 

The man with his arms currently wrapped around me pulled me closer, 
kissed the top of my head, and then slowly let go when Chris walked up 
to us and addressed him. “I got her man. I’ll take her home while they get 
things sorted here.” 

Jay looked to me, silently asking if that was okay rather than assuming 
it was. I sniffed a bit, but nodded my head just before I ducked it out of 
view, trying desperately to hide my wrecked features behind my hair. I 
didn’t want any of them to see me like this. I was so freaking 
embarrassed. I still wasn’t sure how I could be so damn stupid. 

“Come on, Evie, let’s get you home,” Chris all but whispered to me as 
his arm wrapped around my shoulders gently. I felt, more than saw, his 
headshake when he looked back over at the crowd that had gathered. My 
brother was still ranting and screaming. The last of it I was able to hear 
before tuning out had been: “Motherfucker, you’re done here, ruined, and 
guess what? We'll replace just as quickly as you traded my sister for 
groupies and that next fix.” That last bit stung, causing me to flinch. 

“He didn’t mean it like that,” Chris offered me. 

“Yeah, well, ’'m thinking that’s what they mean when they say ‘the 
truth hurts’.” Chris’ arm pulled tighter, as he brought me into a stiff hug, 
before he tucked me into the back seat of a car. He climbed in the 
passenger side and told someone my address. I was still hiding behind my 
hair and had no clue who was driving the car. If someone else had 
spoken, it was lost on me, and I didn’t care enough to look up. Time stood 
still while the car moved, and I just sat staring down at my hands, hair 
tipped forward to help hide the mess of my tear-tracked face, for the 
entire drive. I think Chris tried speaking to me, but I was too lost in my 
own thoughts to really register anything. 

I was currently consumed with how I was going to manage working on 
a concert tour for two months, especially after everyone involved was 
there to witness what had happened. My lousy luck offered me three 
weeks of downtime to stew and try to figure it all out. It sounded like my 
brother was going to demand that his bassist be fired. It sounded like 
good news to me, but there was nothing I wanted that would hurt the 
band. While it would be easier to have Clay out of the picture, I only 


wanted that if it didn’t hurt my brother and the rest of the guys. 

“Evie?” Chris called for what was probably the third time. I finally 
looked up and noticed we were sitting in front of my apartment building. 

“Oh, sorry, I was...” I didn’t bother finishing my sentence. Instead, I 
opened my door, and stepped out of the car, walking toward my 
apartment immediately. 

“Evie? Are you going to be okay? Do you need me to call someone, or 
stay with you, or...” 

“Ym fine, Chris. Thanks for the ride.” I turned and walked into the 
building before he could say anything else. I lived on the third floor, and 
lucky me, my roommate had left last week to go do a semester abroad. I 
had the place all to myself for the next three weeks before I was supposed 
to pack everything up. That should give me plenty of alone time to get 
through my issues and come up with a plan to survive the tour and make 
a good impression on my new boss. Hopefully, I still had the internship, 
because as easily as Clay could be replaced in the band, so could my 
internship be dismissed for causing the drama and failing to disclose my 
relationship with one of the band members. 

My brother texted me about an hour later. I ignored it. It was late, and 
I hoped he would think I was asleep by now. To be sure, Chris had let 
him know he dropped me off here safe and sound. In the morning I didn’t 
bother getting up for coffee, breakfast, or anything else. My covers were 
cozy, warm, and not worth crawling out of. It wasn’t even worth the 
bother to reach out of the blankets long enough to answer my phone, 
which had angrily been blaring its different ringtones and text tones on 
the bedside table until the battery blessedly died about thirty minutes 
ago. 

I really wasn’t heartbroken or anything. Honestly. Sure, I’d wanted the 
relationship. I’d had fun when we’d hung out before the guys left on the 
first leg of their tour, but there weren’t any deeper feelings yet than just 
“like” and “fun”. I barely even thought about the jerk that shall not be 
named. It all boiled down to the fact that I had been publicly humiliated, 
and I wasn’t sure how to get over that feeling. I hadn’t dated much since 
high school, because I was too focused on school, and the first time I 
actually let my guard down and threw caution to the wind this was how 


it played out, and in such a public way at that. 

A strong banging sound jolted me before it stopped. I shrugged it off 
figuring it was one of the guys who lived right across the hall from me. 
They were known to be a little loud and obnoxious from time to time. It 
seemed a little early for their kind of shenanigans, but maybe one of them 
had been locked out of the apartment. Probably Kyle. He was always 
losing stuff like his keys, his phone, and his wallet. 

I was startled when I heard a key turning in a lock. My roommate was 
touring Europe with her boyfriend for the summer. No one else, besides 
my parents, had a key and they only had one in case of emergencies, or if 
I locked myself out. My front door burst open, and I reached for my 
phone. My very dead phone. Damn it. That wasn’t actually going to do 
shit for me, since I couldn’t call anyone for help. Maybe, I could throw 
the useless paperweight at the intruder. I might be able to do that, as long 
as I didn’t die of a heart attack first. My heart was currently lodged 
somewhere in my throat and beating a thousand miles a minute as I 
panicked, thinking my house had just been broken into. I was about to let 
loose a scream when my brother’s voice boomed out. “Everly! Where the 
hell are you?” 

I sat up in bed, with my comforter wrapped protectively around my 
very naked body, just as my brother, Chris, and Drew stormed into my 
bedroom. “What in the hell, Travis?” ’m certain I was wearing a very 
bleary version of the deer in the headlights look, complete with messy 
bed head, and probably puffy eyes. Fan-freaking-tastic. 

“We’ve all tried calling and texting since last night. Fucking Christ, 
Everly, why weren’t you answering your phone?” 

I threw the dead cell phone at him. “Maybe because it died and I was 
asleep, you idiot!” I screamed at him as the comforter slipped off my 
shoulder. Great, judging by the rush of air on certain parts of my body, 
that meant I’d just exposed my breast to my brother and his bandmates. 
As if I hadn’t suffered enough humiliation the previous night, now there 
was the nip slip to contend with. I wrestled with the blanket, trying to get 
control of it once more, but judging from the Chris and Drew’s slack- 
jawed, gaping mouths, and my brother slamming his hands over his eyes, 
I’d say they had seen enough before I was properly covered. “GET. OUT. 


OF. MY. ROOM!” I pronounced each word of my demand with increasing 
volume just as another worried male voice called out from somewhere 
further down in my apartment. 

“Ev? Are you okay in here?” He saw the three guys that were currently 
backing out of my bedroom door, and yelled, “Who the fuck are you? Ev? 
You need me to call the cops?” 

“No, Kyle,” I answered to my neighbor who had unfortunately never 
met my brother. “It’s my brother and his friends...” 

“Who the fuck are you?” Travis asked, unable to hide the impatience in 
his voice. 

“T live right across the hall. We all look out for Ev and Ainsley.” 

“Tm sure you do,” I could hear the sneer in my brother’s voice as I 
threw on a t-shirt and a pair of girly boxers. As soon as I got them on, I 
headed to the living room, where my brother and his friends were now 
staring down Kyle and his roommate Brandon. The latter, who had just 
come through the front door, after hearing Kyle yelling at someone in my 
apartment. 

“Fantastic,” I seethed. “Why don’t we advertise a block party in my 
apartment while I’m naked?” 

“Why are there three strange dudes in your apartment when you’re 
naked, Ev?” Brandon hissed out. I think both guys had nursed a crush on 
both myself and my roommate at one time or other in the past two years 
that we had all been living in the complex. 

“Do you have a death wish?” My brother asked him. 

“Can you tone it down, Trav?” 

“Trav?” Brandon asked no one in particular. “Oh, the brother?” 

“Yeah, the brother, who the hell are you?” 

I stepped in then. Can someone shut my front door before we attract 
any more visitors, please?” I waited until Brandon did as I asked and then 
tossed a hand in his direction. “Brandon and Kyle live across the hall. 
Guys, this is my brother and his best friends and bandmates. I pointed at 
each as I introduced them. “That’s Travis, Chris and Drew.” 

“Cool, good to meet you. Why did you break in Ev’s place yelling at her 
though?” Kyle asked. 

“T didn’t break in.” My brother held up a key, which I promptly 


snatched out of his fingers. “Hey! What the hell?” 

“What the hell?” I repeated his own question, wondering how stupid 
my brother was. “Seriously, Trav? I was naked, in bed, and you barged in 
here with your friends. ’'m pretty sure you all got an eyeful of my boobs, 
and you’re asking me what the hell?” Brandon and Kyle were now both as 
slack-jawed at the apparent missed opportunity as the guys had been by 
what they’d seen moments ago. 

“Please, don’t remind me.” My brother grumbled as he dragged his 
hands down his face in frustration. “If you’d answered your phone...” 

“The same phone that was dead, while I was asleep? Yeah, because that 
makes sense. That totally screams ‘let’s storm the castle with the cavalry.’ 
Jesus, Trav, let’s talk about overreacting, and how not to do it.” 

“If you’re okay, I’m gonna head back over. I was about to make some 
French toast,” Brandon pointed over his shoulder toward the door and his 
apartment. 

“It’s all good. Thanks for checking on me, guys!” 

“Oh, the neighbors get a thank you, but your brother gets his balls 
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busted! Real nice Ev!” Trav complained. 

“My neighbors had a good reason for barging in, considering they 
witnessed three strangers getting into my apartment, and screaming at 
me. You had no such excuse.” 

“Really, Ev? You’re secret boyfriend cheated on you, got caught 
spectacularly last night, and I fought him. None of those things were 
reason enough to check on you?” 

“Ev?” Kyle called out, concern filling his voice again. “Please, tell me it 
wasn’t that douche musician you were bringing around for a while? I 
warned you about him before.” 

I sighed and tossed my hands up in the air. “Sure, why not air my dirty 
laundry for everyone?” I huffed out. “My past 12 hours or so have been 
nothing but one big string of embarrassments. Here goes,” I told him 
before summing up what happened. “I walked in on him backstage last 
night, getting a blowjob, and according to my brother - his bandmate — 
similar shit has been going on every night of their tour. Then my brother 
here draws attention to the fact by shouting out all the details to 
everyone in the general vicinity of the stadium parking lot while he 


kicked Clay’s ass. Since that wasn’t enough humiliation for one night, 
these idiots barged into my room, saw me naked, and now they’re making 
sure you are both well aware of just how stupid I was.” I growled and 
turned my back on all of them while I tried to calm down. I clenched my 
hands into fists not even concerned that there might be permanent half- 
moon nail marks marring in my skin once I managed to cool down. 

“Damn!” Kyle whistled. “Wait, this is the same band you’re going to 
tour with in a couple of weeks?” I nodded, then turned back around to 
face everyone once again. Kyle’s shoulders fell with my nod. There was 
sympathy written all over his expression as he ignored my brother and 
everyone else in order to move closer and pull me into a hug. “I’m so 
sorry, Ev. That really sucks for you.” 

“What the hell?” That seemed to be my brother’s favorite phrase this 
morning. 

“What are you going to do?” Kyle asked me while ignoring my brother 
and his cluelessness. 

I shrugged my shoulders as he let go of me. “I guess, just have to suck it 
up and do my job. If I don’t go, I don’t graduate.” 

I heard Chris suck in a breath then. “You’re still doing the internship?” 
Everyone turned to me for an answer. 

“Did you not just hear me? If I don’t do the internship, I don’t graduate. 
I’m already graduating late because of the timing of the tour.” 

“Damn,” Chris hissed out. “You better tell her, man.” He slapped my 
brother’s shoulder and pulled on Drew’s arm. “Let’s give them some 
privacy for this. Evie’s right, she’s had enough shit happen in front of too 
many other people.” Chris and Drew left, taking Kyle with them. My 
brother dropped down heavily onto my sofa looking defeated. 

“What?” I asked. When he hesitated, I took a closer look at him and 
realized there was some bruising along his jawline, along with a black 
eye. Apparently, Clay had gotten a few good hits in on him before he had 
his ass handed to him. 

“T talked to our agent last night. Miles says Clay has to stick out the 
tour. There’s a contract, and technically the one to fuck up with the rules 
on the contract was me. If they try to oust him before the tour is over, it 
will fall back on me and I can end up being sued. They’ve worked out a 


deal with him for now. He’s finishing the tour, because he’s a douche and 
refused to leave it. They moved him to the roadies bus for the duration, 
but...” 

“He'll still be there,” I finished. “No problem. I will just ignore him.” 

My brother huffed out a humorless laugh then. “You're basically going 
to be our handler, telling us where to be, and when. That’s the position 
yow’re interning for. You’re our personal assistant interning under the 
tour manager, Ev. You’ll have to interact with him.” 

“Sure, only on a professional basis though. I can shut him down on 
anything else.” 

“You shouldn’t have to do that. Are you sure you can’t...” 

“There’s nothing else I can get with this short of notice. It would put 
me behind by more than a semester, and I’d have to take extra classes, 
that I don’t need, in order to remain a student who qualifies for an 
internship. I won’t postpone graduation any further. Honestly, Trav, I 
can’t afford to. Don’t worry, I can handle it. Besides, it’s not like I was in 
love with him or anything. He wasn’t even that good in bed.” I hadn’t 
meant to add that last part, but I’m not going to lie, my brother’s reaction 
made it worth it. Good. He needed to feel uncomfortable too. 

“Seriously, I do NOT want to hear that shit.” 

“Tm an adult. It’s not like I was a virgin when I met him either,” I 
called out. My brother had been the source of multiple humiliations over 
the past 24 hours. I figured he could take some with him when he left my 
apartment. “Now, if you don’t mind, I need a shower.” 

“Charge your phone, Evie.” His command wouldn’t go unheeded. “And 
give me that key back, just in case.” 

“No.” 

“Evie,” his exasperated tone probably matched my own. 

“I only have this apartment for three more weeks, since I’ll be out on 
tour, and we have to move out shortly after I get back. I don’t need 
anyone else to have a key right now, and I certainly don’t want a repeat 
of this morning. Just go. I’m fine. I promise.” 


3 -ON THE ROAD 


Three weeks can go by in the blink of an eye. I spent the time finishing up 
my exams and packing all of the stuff in my apartment and taking most of 
it to storage. Kyle and Brandon helped me since Kyle had a truck. They 
were both far too sweet, making sure I had both of their numbers in case I 
needed anything in the future. They were going to miss having me as a 
neighbor just as much as I would miss them. Kyle had just graduated, but 
Brandon still had another year of school. Both would still be living in 
their apartment for the next year at the least. I wasn’t sure where my life 
would lead me after my two months on tour were up. Hoping that my 
internship would lead to a permanent position was about the extent of my 
plan. I was going to have to find time to apply for jobs while I was on the 


road with the bands, just in case. 

“Are you sure you want to do this, punkin’?” My dad really hated the 
idea of me going on tour with two mostly-male bands. I would be one of 
very few females who were going to be around and the only one who 
would be on the bus with my brother and two of his band members. 

“Daddy, you know Chris and Drew. I’m going to be on a bus with them 
and Trav. It’s not like I won’t be chaperoned, not that I’m a little girl in 
need of a chaperone.” 

“Your dad knows that, he’s just worried. It’s not easy to send your baby 
girl off to the land of drugs, sex, and rock-n-roll,” my mom quipped with 
a little snicker. Yeah, my mom was a troublemaker. ’d remember to 
thank her for that later. 

“Damn it, Anne, that wasn’t funny!” My father’s exasperated tone just 
made my mom laugh harder. 

“T have one request, aside from calling or texting us every day.” My 
mom finally told me after her giggling fit concluded. 

“What’s that, Mom?” 

“Have fun.” Her face was set and determined now. All her laughter was 
gone. “You’ve put off doing all the things you were supposed to in 
college. The partying, the exploring, having a good time with friends was 
all on the back burner for you. I know you need to be serious about your 
job, but enjoy the music, the atmosphere, and go explore when you get 
time off in new towns, honey. Don’t get so bogged down in working that 
you forget to live.” She reached out to me and hugged me with a 
fierceness that belied her small stature. My dad came up and joined in on 
the hug fest adding a little grounding sense to my mom’s assertions for 
me. 

“It won’t hurt my feelings if you avoid the sex, and definitely avoid the 
drugs. Otherwise, I agree with your mom. Have fun, sweetheart. Stay 
safe. We’re a phone call away. If you need a ticket to get home, don’t you 
hesitate to call and we will make it happen!” 

“T won’t need that, Dad. But I love you so much for offering!” My dad 
had always been the knight in our family. He had saved my mom from a 
shitty situation when they got together, and he was always the one there 
to pick us up and dust us off whenever we fell. I would miss being so 


close to the both of them while I was away. 

My parents dropped me off at the airport where I met up with my 
brother and the rest of the guys. To my satisfaction, Clay was keeping his 
distance from them. He also looked miserable. I hadn’t thought about it at 
all, but it must absolutely suck to be a member of a band where everyone 
hates you. He made his own bed, but I could respect how difficult this 
must be for him to lie in it too. I’m surprised he didn’t ask to be allowed 
out of his contract instead of pushing to stick to it, but then again the 
guys were getting a pretty decent amount of money for the tour, so I 
supposed I would stick it out too. 

After checking my bags, we managed to make it through security and 
to the terminal where we would catch our flight. We were flying to the 
first stop on the tour and then catching the busses from there. The second 
leg of the tour was kicking off in Los Angeles, somewhere I’d never been, 
but would love to end up eventually. If I wanted to work in the music 
industry it was L.A., New York, or Nashville. Sure, there were other 
smaller places all over the country, but I didn’t want to go small. I wanted 
to one day be running major arena tours for big name bands. I couldn’t do 
that without being in a place to get the most out of the experience 
available to me. 

By the time I got everything taken care of, Chris noticed I was there. 
“Evie!” He called out as he came over and picked me up in a tight hug, 
swinging me around. As I made the turn in his arms I caught sight of 
Clay’s frowning face. “Hey, chica, how were the parents when they 
dropped you off?” 

By now Drew and Travis had noticed the commotion and came over to 
welcome me too. “They were okay. Mom was telling me to party it up 
and remember to have fun. Dad was busy listing all the types of fun I 
should avoid though.” All three of them laughed out loud at that. 

“T just bet he did. Don’t worry, he texted me the list,” my brother 
chuckled as he told me. I thought he was joking, but he held his phone up 
for all of us to see the series of texts that had been sent. 

Dad: Keep your sister away from drugs. Keep her away from assholes, 

Trav: Assholes are unavoidable. 

Dad: Fine. Make sure she isn’t left alone with any then. 


Trav: We’ve got this dad. Don’t worry. Shackles installed on bus. 

Dad: New addition to list — no kinky sex. Remove the shackles, might give 
assholes the wrong idea. Try tracking collar instead. 

Trav: LOL 

“Seriously?” I questioned, shaking my head. The guys thought it was 
hilarious though. Thankfully, I was saved further comment as our flight 
was called and people began lining up to board. 

I was extremely grateful that there didn’t seem to be any residual 
awkwardness with the guys towards me. If this flight was any way to gage 
the tour, things might just run smoothly for me after all. 

I dwelled in that little rainbow bubble full of glittering hope for all of 
ten minutes. Once we boarded our flight, and everyone started making 
their way to their seats, the first problem of the tour presented itself. Clay 
had boarded the plane before the rest of us. We followed at a distance to 
make sure he made it to his seat before the rest of us had to be in close 
quarters with him. Unfortunately, as I moved toward my seat, I realized I 
was about to be stuck in the same row with Clay for the entire, non-stop 
flight to California. “You have got to be kidding me,” I hissed out. The 
only person who still hadn’t found their seat was Chris. He was right 
behind me. I held up my ticket so he could see my seating arrangements. 

He held his up with a smile. “Looks like we’re together.” 

“That’s good, because we’re not alone.” I pointed at Clay, who was 
openly watching us now. 

“No,” Chris whispered. “Damn, I’ll sit in the middle, and you can trade 
seats with your brother once we take off.” 

“It’s okay, really. I have to work with him, might as well start getting 
used to being in close proximity.” I sighed, but still allowed Chris to take 
the middle seat. “Too bad you guys aren’t big enough yet to warrant first 
class or a private flight,” I muttered. 

“Tell me about it,” Chris grumbled as he tried to stuff his long legs in 
between the seats. 

Clay looked as if he wanted to say something, but then he stopped 
himself, tossed in a pair of ear buds and closed his eyes. It might have 
had something to do with the scathing look I sent his way. 

“So, what do you want to do when we get to L.A.?” Chris turned to me 


as he asked. He looked a little shaken by something. 

“Um, I don’t know. I guess I have to check in with my new boss and see 
if he needs me for anything.” 

“No way, you aren’t supposed to be officially working until tomorrow. 
You can come to our band meeting. Your boss will be there, and we can 
save you from him hijacking your ability to go sightseeing.” Chris’s smile 
finally overtook the odd look he had been giving me. “Maybe we can rent 
a car and hit up the pier at Santa Monica. I heard it’s not far, and I’ve 
always wanted to go see it. Do you know how many damn movies feature 
that place?” 

“Yeah, I’ve always wanted to see it, at least once, to say I’ve been.” My 
voice sounded wistful, even to my own ears. I ignored the huff I heard 
from Chris’s other side near the window. Apparently, Clay had some 
objection to our conversation. We both ignored it. 

“It’s settled then. We'll go see the pier after we get settled in.” My 
phone dinged. It was a text from Chris. 

Chris: Inviting Trav and Drew now. 

Everly: K 

I wasn’t sure why he felt the need to text that to me, but whatever. The 
airline attendant came by then and asked us to turn our phones off. We 
both did, and settled in for the flight. 

Once we got to baggage claim after landing, I managed to get my 
phone booted back up only to be disappointed to find a message from 
Deacon waiting for me. I was required to meet him at Masters Records as 
soon as we landed, to finish filling out paperwork, and to go over my job 
responsibilities while on the road with the band. My heavy sigh prompted 
Chris to ask what was up as he snatched my two bags off the conveyer 
belt for me. 

“Deacon needs me to come in and do some last minute orientation style 
things, so I guess the Santa Monica trip is off the table for me.” 

“Tl stay behind then, and make sure you get where you need to be,” 
my brother offered. 

“No need. Deacon is sending a car service to the hotel to pick me up 
and take me back when we’re done. It’s all covered. You guys go enjoy, 
and take plenty of pictures for me in case I can’t get there before we leave 


L.A.” 

“Damn, Sis. You’ve got some serious bad luck.” 

“You can say that again,” I muttered. So the asshole did just that. 

“Damn, Sis. You’ve got some really bad luck.” I smacked him in the 
stomach while laughing. Although, his stupid rock-hard abdominals 
ended up hurting my hand more than I hurt him, and that just made him 
laugh even harder at my expense. 

We managed to get checked into the hotel, and the guys — minus Clay -— 
took off for Santa Monica. Not that I thought Clay was invited on their 
little excursion, but I hadn’t seen him since we left the airport separately. 
I honestly didn’t understand why he was sticking out the rest of the tour 
when his bandmates wanted nothing more to do with him, but whatever. 
It was a misery of his own making. Just as the guys were pulling away 
from the curb a sleek black Mercedes pulled up and the driver got out 
asking if I was Ms. Dawson. Indeed, I was. 

He opened the back door for me and closed it again once I had 
managed to slide my body all the way inside. It only took a few minutes 
to get us to the record company where I would be meeting Deacon. I’d 
like to say I sat nervously twiddling my thumbs on the drive there, but I 
was too awestruck by all the sites we passed along the way. The only 
experience I’d ever had with L.A. before was what I saw in the movies. I 
had to admit that the whole city seemed a little dirtier than it did on the 
big screen. It’s like even Hollywood had to glam up their own city in 
order to make it appeal to the masses. 

Once we made it to the record company, I was ushered out of the car 
and into the lobby where a not-so-friendly receptionist greeted me. “What 
can I do for you?” 

“My name is Everly Dawson, I’m here to see Deacon James.” At first the 
woman just stared at me blankly as if I’d been speaking another language. 
Then she damn near giggled while chewing off what remained of her 
bright red lipstick. 

“If Mr. James had been expecting you, I’d know about it, sweetheart. 
Nice try though.” She pointed with her pen towards the door. “See your 
way back out, please.” 

“T have an internship with Deacon, have been placed with the band 


Fourth Down, and I assure you I am supposed to be here. He texted me to 
be here for a meeting during my flight out,” I offered in an exasperated 
tone. I wasn’t sure how influential the receptionist was, but I was biting 
my tongue, trying to be nice just in case she had some say so in my 
internship. I didn’t think she did, but this place was an entirely different 
beast than I was used to. 

“Look, girly. We get a thousand of you in here every week with the 
same story. ‘I work for this band, Deacon wants to see me...’ You know 
what they all have in common? They’re just here to try to drop off a 
demo for him to listen to, because they think it will jumpstart their 
singing career, and most of them can’t sing. So, like I said, nice try, but 
there’s the door.” 

“Ah, there you are,” a man’s booming voice rose from the hallway 
beyond the reception desk. “I was beginning to think there was trouble 
with the car service. What’s taking so long?” Deacon came into view then, 
and little miss sunshine receptionist started sweating bullets. 

“Um,” she started. 

“Well, your receptionist was just showing me the door, repeatedly,” I 
offered up having lost my patience with her rudeness. At this point, I kind 
of hoped she got fired, because a two second call could have verified if I 
was lying or not. 

Deacon’s eyes narrowed down as he looked at the girl. “Jenn, I told you 
Everly was coming and to send her straight back.” 

“Oh, was that her name? I didn’t realize...” Her sugary sweet voice was 
pissing me off just as much as her bitchy one had. 

“Well, if you can’t remember one simple name maybe we need to 
rethink your position here.” He turned his back with a head tip indicating 
the fact that I should follow him. “You'll never get a PA job around here if 
you keep up at this rate, Jenn. Get your shit together, and don’t let this 
happen again.” I turned my head as I walked past her desk, following 
Deacon down the hallway. I smirked in her direction as she seethed in 
mine. Maybe she’d been a bitch because I got her job? Who knew? Hell, it 
was a barely paid internship to start with. She probably made more as a 
receptionist. 

“Sorry about that, Everly. Jenn really should know better than to 


behave like that. She applied for your job, but the powers that be liked 
the fact that you needed an internship and were willing to work for next 
to nothing.” There were all of my thoughts confirmed in one go. 

Deacon had me seated in a smallish conference room before leaving to 
go get something. Had I known the “something” he was going to retrieve 
was Clay Miller, I probably wouldn’t have still been sitting in the room 
when he returned. Deacon started talking the minute they entered the 
room. His no-nonsense vibe brokered zero interruptions. “Had I known 
you were involved romantically with a band member, I would never have 
accepted you for the Tour Assistant Internship.” He glared at me, but 
before I could speak he started up again. “I need to know that you two 
can work together for the duration of the tour.” 

Both of us nodded our heads in agreement, but it was Clay who spoke 
up first. “I apologize for making the dumbass decisions I did. I knew 
better than to get involved with Ev because of who she was to the band, 
but I really liked her. I just wasn’t ready for someone of her caliber. I 
thought I could handle it. I was an idiot. I completely messed up and that 
is totally on my shoulders, not hers.” He turned to me then. “I really am 
sorry. It was shitty of me to behave the way I did. I flushed two great 
things down the toilet with my actions, you and the band. I’m so fuckin’ 
sorry for everything. I promise both of you that I won’t be a problem for 
the duration.” 

“Okay, on that note, Everly and I have some training and paperwork to 
go over. You’re dismissed Clay, and do yourself a favor...” he glared long 
and hard into Clay’s face until the other man swallowed with 
nervousness. “Don’t piss off the band any further. Maybe, if the tour goes 
well someone can convince them to keep you, but only if you make them 
see it will be worth it.” 

Clay laughed at that. “I think we both know that ain’t happening. They 
weren’t exactly happy with me before this shit show I caused with Ev.” 

“No, but if they see improvement... Well, we’ll re-evaluate at a later 
date. Just keep that in mind and behave accordingly.” With those parting 
words from Deacon, Clay finally left the room. I chuckled out loud and 
shook my head at Deacon prompting him to ask. “What?” 

“If you think the guys will agree to keep him around, you’re sadly 


mistaken. They told me there were problems with drugs already, not just 
women.” 

“Tm aware. I was giving a little hope, however false, in an effort to 
attempt to keep him in line. We’re auditioning new base players before 
you guys leave L.A. just in case he fucks up enough that he negates his 
own contract. Of course, it’s easier all around if he can finish out the tour 
before he’s dropped from the band.” 

“For what it’s worth, I’m terribly sorry things worked out the way they 
did. I wasn’t seeing him when I signed up for the internship, and I should 
have known better than to ever get involved with him too. I take full 
responsibility for the mess that was created, and I wouldn’t blame you if 
you wanted to cancel my internship at this point. I’m begging you not to, 
because I need this to graduate, but I completely understand if you decide 
that I’m too much of a liability.” 

“That right there is the only reason you're still here,” he nodded to me. 
“You take responsibility and try to make it better. The fact that you didn’t 
throw some sort of drama-filled fit when he walked in here, sealed the 
deal that you deserved your spot. If it had been Jenn sitting in here in 
your shoes, she would have been 100 percent melodrama.” He rolled his 
eyes. 

“Your receptionist?” 

“Yes, the very one who dramatically tried to throw you out, knowing 
damn well who you were, and that you took the position she thought she 
should have. Of course, she thinks you’re in a fully paid position and not 
on a slave labor internship program.” He winked at me. “Sorry, I know 
she made things uncomfortable, but you won’t be here much, so you 
won't have to deal with her jealous bullshit.” 

Deacon sighed, and must have noticed the look on my face, because he 
answered the question on my mind as if he could read it directly. 
“Nepotism at its best. She’s the niece of one of our oldest bands’ 
drummers. Part of his last contract was that we needed to give her a shot 
and hire her on as a PA. Her own uncle fired her as his PA, because she 
sucks. So, we found the front desk for her when our last girl married one 
of the guitarists for Serenity Serenade.” 

I giggled then, because I’d always thought that was a ridiculously 


stupid band name. “Sounds like you have your hands full here shuffling 
band members’ families. I bet you were so thrilled to find out I was Travis 
Dawson’s sister.” 

He tossed a wicked smile my way. “Well, I wasn’t expecting good 
things, but after meeting you I decided to reserve judgment until I saw 
you in action. So far, you got your entire band here without issue, 
checked into a hotel, had a polite sit down with your cheating ex, and 
dealt swimmingly with Psycho Jenn. I’d say you’re already above the bar 
on your first unofficial day.” He winked at me then and looked down at 
the paperwork spread out on the table before him. “Anyway, we’ll chalk 
this Clay debacle up to lesson learned on your part, and move on. We 
don’t have a no fraternization clause, because we’d never be able to keep 
employees in this business, but remember this as a huge lesson. Having to 
work with someone you were involved with romantically is never fun or 
easy after it ends. 

“You'll see more evidence of that once you guys get on the road and 
yow’re in close quarters with Clay often. You'll see him with other people, 
no doubt, since he seems to have a penchant for hooking up with 
groupies after shows. I don’t know if the guys established rules about the 
buses, since you'll also be on board, but you may have to deal with that 
as well. You’re the assistant for the entire band while on tour, so you 
won't be able to ignore him. Actually, I need you to keep a closer eye on 
him in specific, because you’re my eyes and ears when I’m not there. I 
need to know if there’s any reason we need to pull Clay out sooner. Your 
feelings aren’t going to be the reason we pull him though. That’s on you, 
but I do want to know of any destructive behavior, particular issues with 
drugs, or any claims of wrong doing by women who throw themselves at 
him in the moment, but change their minds about what they wanted 
later.” 

I wrinkled my nose up in disgust. “You mean they claim rape or assault 
after they willingly hookup with the band members?” 

“It happens more often than I like to admit. Most of them are just 
looking for a quick shot at the headlines or a fast and easy payoff to keep 
their accusations private. If I could get away with it, I would have every 
back room and bus wired for video on tour just so we could prove these 


people are liars from jump. They certainly don’t seem traumatized when 
they’re screaming about how much money it will take to keep their 
mouths shut.” He sighed and drummed his fingers along the table for a 
moment. 

“Let’s get back to the basics, and worry about any craziness that pops 
up as it hits us. At least in your case, Clay was already on his way out of 
the band even before the incident with you. So if things go to shit with 
his ability to stick around, you should know that your situation wasn’t 
really the major reason. It was just another nail in the already full coffin. 
The guys were telling me they couldn’t handle having the caliber of 
groupies around that Clay was drawing in and keeping in their spaces. 
Not to mention the issues they’ve had with illegal substances being tossed 
around like candy on Halloween.” 

I chuckled a bit then. “Wait, so you’re telling me there are good 
groupies and bad groupies?” When he gave me an odd look I clarified. 
“You said the rest of the band couldn’t handle the caliber of groupies Clay 
was pulling in and keeping around.” 

“You'll learn. Some are definitely easier to deal with. When all they 
want is to fuck a rock star, they’re a dream come true compared to the 
nightmare bitches shoving their bodies full of any and every substance 
they can get their hands on. They bring enough of it to share with the 
rock star they want to fuck, in order to secure that spot. Then we deal 
with the results on each tour. Some of that shit is down to overdoses 
backstage, pregnancy scares, and of course bringing that shit around some 
of the guys who are recovering addicts - depending on the band that’s 
touring.” 

“Okay, I get that. And Clay was attracting and keeping the druggies 
around?” Deacon nodded in agreement with the statement. “I am so glad I 
always required condoms,” I muttered under my breath. 

Deacon laughed, having heard me anyway. “Yeah, speaking of, your 
doc faxed over your checkup paperwork. Clean bill of health, congrats!” 

“Thanks,” I huffed out indignantly. 

After going over my new duties and basically signing my life away in 
non-disclosure agreements for both bands as well as various other 
mundane paperwork I was finally dismissed for the day. Dinner wasn’t 


even an option at that point, so I was probably going to have to get pizza 
delivered to the hotel. Then again, I was in L.A. To be sure, there were 
more delivery options than I had back home in Virginia. 


4 - SOMETHING WICKED 


My stomach growled in reaction as I thought of the pizza I would 
hopefully be chowing down on in the next thirty minutes or so. I had 
settled on the idea of pizza as while leaving Wicked Web’s offices. Since I 
had my mind on food, I wasn’t paying attention to what was going on 
around me. That was how I managed to slam face first into Jay Turner as 
I practically ran out of the front door on my way to my greasy, cheese 
goodness. It wasn’t my fault that he’d been attempting the same 
maneuver, apparently, but it ended in a collision that had us both 
laughing. Well, we laughed at each other while the girl who was standing 
beside him began glowering at our dumbass antics. 

“If you watched where you were going you wouldn’t run into people,” 


the girl hissed out rudely. “Stupid, bubble-headed fan-bitches,” she tacked 
on while throwing a scathing glare my way. 

“Lydia, enough!” Jay soothed her with the calm in his voice even as his 
eyes were glaring daggers at her for the unnecessary comments. “It’s not 
cool to insult the bubble-headed fans the guys and I have, Lyd, especially 
since they buy our albums and concert tickets.” He grinned at me then. 
“Tt just so happens that this lovely lady isn’t just a fan, she’s going on tour 
with us.” While Jay smiled down at me with his admission, the woman 
beside him bristled noticeably and her claws were definitely about to be 
come out. 

“She’s what?” 

“Lydia, this is Everly Dawson, Travis’s sister.” He attempted as an 
introduction. “Everly, this is my girlfriend, Lydia.” 

“Nice to meet you,” I managed to get out, even though it was anything 
but nice meeting her. 

“Who is Travis, and why is his sister going on tour with you?” Again, 
the snide tone in her voice couldn’t be missed, so I wasn’t sure how Jay 
managed to continue smiling as if his girlfriend wasn’t a raging 
bitchasaurus-rex. Maybe she was on her period, and he knew he had to 
placate her or die. Who knew? Not me, so I was trying really hard to keep 
my shit together before I ended up either insulting Jay’s girlfriend or 
participating in some serious fisticuffs action. Yeah, fisticuffs, because 
when I heard a guy in college use that word, I was hooked on its coolness 
even though he’d been mocking something his grandfather had said. 

“Travis is the lead singer for Fourth Down,” he told her as if he was 
speaking to a child. Apparently, they’d gone over the lineup previously. 

“Oh, that little garage band that took over for Seduction & Sacrifice 
when Ryan and Webber got in that accident?” Her lip poked out as she 
spoke about the guys from the other band, as if she had a personal stake 
in their health. I found that odd, especially after she called Fourth Down 
“that little garage band” because they were at the same level as Seduction 
& Sacrifice. 

“Yeah, the band that took over for them,” Jay spat out, finally 
appearing to lose a bit of patience with his girl’s condescending attitude. 
Props to him for lasting as long as he did, honestly. Jay glanced back over 


at me and laughed as he heard my stomach protest the lack of pizza 
inside of it once again. “We were just headed out to get dinner,” he told 
me. 

“Yeah, I just finished paperwork and whatnot with Deacon, and was 
about to hunt down some pizza to take back to my hotel room. I missed 
lunch with the guys since I had to come straight here from the airport 
when we landed.” 

“You should come with us. You need real food, not some street-side 
pizza joint, especially if you already missed meals today.” It was obvious 
from the look on Lydia’s face that she did not agree with her boyfriend. 
The daggers she was shooting my direction said, ‘tell him no,’ which 
almost made me want to tell him ‘yes’ out of spite. Yeah, sometimes I can 
be a Petty Betty with the best of them. 

“J don’t want to step all over your plans with your girlfriend, Jay, but 
thanks for the offer. I’ll be fine.” 

“Nah, you’re coming with us. I know for a fact your brother and the 
guys won’t be back from Santa Monica anytime soon since they found a 
party to hit up down there. You shouldn’t be wandering around L.A. 
alone. Trust me, this place eats beautiful, single girls alive.” 

I couldn’t hide the disappointment at hearing that the guys wouldn’t be 
back anytime soon. I had hoped I'd get to hang out with them after 
stuffing my face. Stupid meeting with Clay. Stupid paperwork. Grrr. 

“Well, actually, I’m sure Evelyn has her own thing to do, Jameson, and 
she’ll be fine on her own. She looks like a big girl.” The way Lydia looked 
my body over as she said that told me she meant ‘big girl’ as more of a 
size insult than a display of my age and ability. It was also the first time 
I’d heard anyone call Jay by his full first name. 

“This is your first time in L.A., right, Ev?” He asked while giving his 
girlfriend a ‘what the fuck’ look. I nodded my head in agreement. “That 
settles it, you’re definitely coming with us then. I’m not turning you lose 
in this town without an escort to show you where it’s okay to venture on 
your own, and where it’s not. For the record, just don’t go out by yourself. 
It’s not wise.” 

I yawned then as my stomach revolted once more with a loud growling 
sound. “Sorry, it has been a long day already. I had to sit near Clay on the 


flight, and we just had a meeting with Deacon to make sure we could 
work together on the tour, and then all the paperwork.” 

“Yeah, you’re definitely coming with us now. We'll go grab you food, 
and make sure you get back to your hotel in one piece. I can’t believe 
your brother went down to Santa Monica today and let you face a 
meeting with Clay on your own,” he huffed out, indignant on my behalf. 

“He didn’t know,” I started to tell him as we finally maneuvered our 
way out of the record company building. “I didn’t even know. Deacon 
ambushed me with him on purpose to get a read on how I would handle 
the situation. I guess he was looking to see if I’d cause drama being in the 
same room with him because he’s an ex.” I shrugged my shoulders. “I 
could not be bothered to care, honestly. I’m over Clay and what he did. 
Karma is already kicking him in the ass, and added drama is just... I don’t 
know... it’s not my style.” 

Jay smiled kindly at me. “Now that, I knew about you. I’m glad it went 
well, but you know Travis is going to shit a brick when he finds out 
Deacon did that to you.” 

“No!” I yelped out. “Please, don’t tell him. The last thing I need is 
Travis whining about the treatment I received on my behalf; and he will 
do it. If I can’t handle my own shit I’ll never be asked back full time after 
my internship.” 

“Okay, fine, but promise me if shit gets too uncomfortable for any 
reason you'll tell one of the guys, or me.” 

Lydia huffed. “Why would she tell you? Doesn’t she work with the little 
no-name band following you guys around snapping up scraps of attention 
from your fans?” 

“Little band? Really, Lydia, what is your problem today? The Infinite 
Everything was once the opening act, as you well know. As for why she 
should tell me, because I’m a decent human being. Tours can be hard, 
especially on women, and I like Travis. No way would I leave his little 
sister in the dark to deal with that bullshit if I can help it. Same as I do 
for Mags on a regular basis.” Mags was the only female member of The 
Infinite Everything, and honestly, I had all but forgotten there would 
actually be another woman along too. I was suddenly grateful I’d have 
her there. 


Lydia looked from me to Jay a few times before narrowing her eyes on 
me. “Don’t even get me started on Maggie,” she spat out. “If she’s going 
to dinner, then I’m staying here. You promised me alone time together 
before the tour restarted. You never said I’d have to share it with some 
groupie slut who will be following you around the entire time you’re 
gone.” 

I gasped out in absolute horror at the vile shit Jay’s girlfriend just 
spewed from her mouth. She called me a groupie slut, and I had to 
physically keep myself from moving, because my hand was twitching and 
ready to slap a bitch. 

“Lydia!” Jay yelled out her name and began pulling her into what 
looked like a small alleyway beside the record company so that they were 
just out of sight of any curious onlookers. Of course, it was just my luck 
that Jenn, the bitchy receptionist had been leaving at the same time Lydia 
had her little hissy-fit outburst. 

“Don’t know why I was worried. Seems you bring all sorts of drama to 
the job. I’m guessing that personal tour assistant position will open right 
back up, and quickly from the looks of it.” She snickered then before 
sauntering off like she owned the world. 

On that note, I managed to flag down a cab while Jay continued to 
argue with Lydia around the corner. I didn’t bother looking back, but I 
stopped in my tracks as a small, feminine hand clamped down on my 
shoulder before I could duck into the car. “Don’t take it personally. 
They’ve been fighting a lot lately. Lydia has been trying to get me kicked 
out of the band for years just because I have tits.” The woman scooped 
her breasts into her own hands, as if to emphasize them. “It doesn’t even 
matter to her that most time I prefer the company of women to men.” 
Maggie Weathers, the only female member of The Infinite Everything got 
in the cab with me and we took off together while I tried to digest what 
she’d just explained. 

I was somewhat shocked to see Maggie, or Mags, as her bandmates 
called her. Thanks to the unfortunate Clay blowjob and beat down 
debacle I never did get introduced to all the members of T.I.E. before 
their small tour break. “Well, you’re obviously Maggie Weathers,” I 
finally said while studying the pixie-looking woman. Her dark hair was 


worn in a short asymmetrical bob — that was a new look considering she 
always wore it long - and her unusual blue eyes were just this side of 
purple. While I was about 5 feet, 8 inches tall Mags was probably four to 
five inches shorter and athletically thin. The unusual thing about Maggie 
was that she had zero piercings and no tattoos that I could see. 
Considering she was a guitar player in a famous rock band, it was 
somewhat un-rocker-like of her. 

She smiled at me warmly, and put her hand out for me to shake, even 
though we were sitting hip to hip in the back of the cab. “And you are the 
infamous Everly Dawson. I already know we’re going to be the best of 
friends. And honestly, thank fuck there’s another chick along for the tour 
this time.” I laughed at that before she added, “By the way, you can call 
me Mags like the guys do.” 

The cabbie interrupted both of us then. “This is all cute and shit, you 
bonding in the back seat, but where am I taking you two?” 

I laughed, as did Mags, before I finally said, “I need to get something to 
eat. If you could just drop us off somewhere affordable, close by, and that 
still serves food worthy of being eaten at this time of day; I will hold you 
in my heart forever.” I leaned forward to see his name on the front of the 
cab, and added, “Tom.” 

He grinned into the rearview mirror. “I know just the place.” 

“Sorry, I’m apparently hijacking you since you were dumb enough to 
get in a cab with me,” I told Mags. 

“No worries,” she offered. “I’m hangry as shit. If I don’t get food soon it 
will be like Godzilla storming Tokyo up in this bitch.” That had both 
myself and Cabbie Tom laughing, which helped pass the time on the short 
ride over to Antonio’s, which was apparently his cousin’s restaurant. 

As we sat down to eat, I noticed a few people in the dining area 
watching us. “Are you worried people will notice you here?” 

“Um, no. I never get noticed unless I’m with the guys. It’s crazy, but I 
actually like the anonymity. If ’'m with them, it’s recognition by 
association. When I’m not with one of them I’m like a ghost or a normal 
person.” 

“There are people staring at us in here though,” I motion my head in 
the direction of all our onlookers, which truthfully, was only about five 


people. 

Mags laughed. “Honey, those aren’t fans of the band. They’re fans of 
two hot chicks who look unattached.” That’s when I realized all the eyes 
that were on us belong to men. She could be on to something there. 

“Oh yeah,” I got out before our waitress came over beaming an 
unusually large smile at us. 

“What can I get for you ladies?” 

“The biggest plate of pasta you have, and whatever carby bread thing 
with garlic that I can stuff in my face,” Mags replied as the waitress’s eyes 
bugged out of her head. I wanted to laugh at her reaction, but managed 
to hold it in. 

“She’s on the verge of hangry, so maybe an appetizer too,” I mentioned 
as our waitress chuckled and nodded her head. 

“Okay, well, I think I know just what to put in for you,” she told us 
before running off to place our mystery order. 

“Well, I guess I’m having whatever you’re having then,” I said to Mags 
as I put the menu down. 

“Sorry,” she offered with a shrug of her shoulders. 

“Don’t be. ’m hungry, and honestly, I’ve never met Italian food that I 
don’t like.” We sat in silence for a moment just catching our breath and 
looking around before I spoke again. “I feel like such an asshole, and I 
didn’t even mean to be,” I finally blurted out. 

Mags glanced up at me curiously with those wildling eyes of hers. 
“What do you mean?” 

“J don’t know. Jay was so nice to me the night all that shit went down 
with Clay, and tonight, he was just trying to look out for me again, but I 
wound up causing his girlfriend to go off the rails. I feel horrible that his 
night was ruined just because he ran into me.” 

“Don’t take that on yourself. Jay was being Jay. He’s the one in the 
group always trying to take care of everyone. The vapid bitch-monster 
doesn’t like when his focus is removed from her for any reason though, 
but especially if that reason has tits.” 

“Oh,” I hummed out, while plucking at the menu that was still sitting 
in front of me. “Does he cheat on her while you guys are on the road?” 

“Hell no!” Mags denied the accusation with so much vehemence that I 


was shocked. “Jay fell in love with her a long time ago though.” Mags 
stopped her story long enough to grab our drinks from the waitress and 
for her to walk away again before she picked right back up in a quieter 
tone. “Lydia was a different person then. Since we’ve moved up in the 
rock world she’s changed, a lot, and not for the better. Jay just fails to see 
it, or maybe he’s hoping she’ll change back into the person he fell for. 
Honestly, I think the jealousy issues are because she’s been cheating on 
him and has a guilty conscience.” 

“Well, that sucks. Has anyone told him?” 

“No way. Every man has a blind spot you can’t penetrate. Lydia is that 
blind spot for Jay. He’s living in the past any time one of us mentions 
something about how much she’s changed or how she might possibly not 
be doing right by him anymore. He gets super emotional. Jay even 
threatened to leave the band once, when the Stone Brothers were ganging 
up on him about her being a royal bitch these days.” 

“Damn,” I muttered. 

“So, what exactly happened between you and Clay, anyway? I got the 
guys’ abbreviated version when it all went down, but if I’m going to have 
your back on tour, I want to hear all the details from you starting at the 
beginning.” 

So, we spent the rest of dinner eating, while I filled Mags in on all the 
dirty details about how Clay and I started dating. I ended my story at 
their last concert, before their break, where everything went to shit. Then, 
I filled her in on the surprise meeting with Clay today. It was sort of 
therapeutic to go over everything again, and it reiterated the fact that I 
never had any real feelings for Clay, beyond the excitement of jumping 
into something new. 

We were just finishing up and paying when my phone started beeping 
with incoming text alerts. 

Trav: Where are you? Jay texted that he’s worried about you. 

Everly: Hanging with Mags, all good. 

Trav: Jay says that meeting was with Deacon and CLAY? WTF? 

Everly: Ugh, I didn’t know until I got there, and you won’t say shit to 
Deacon about it. He was testing to make sure there wouldn’t be any issues on 
the road. I passed. End of story. 


Trav: We'll be discussing this shit later, Ev. 

Everly: I mean it, keep your trap shut, Trav. This is my job now. DO NOT 
INTERFERE! 

Trav: I don’t like it, but I know. I won’t say anything. You will keep me in 
the loop though. No more finding out shit like that second hand, Ev. I mean it. 

Everly: Ok. Gotta go. Love you. 

Trav: You too, Sis. 


5 — FIRST CONCERT 


My tummy fluttered, sweat began to accumulate at my hairline, and my 
fingers twitched with all the pent up energy I was storing as we pulled 
into the venue the following night. This was my first real night on the job. 
I had the guys here for soundcheck on time earlier. We’d gone out to eat 
together with the exception of Clay who stayed at the venue. Being back, 
before the time they were due, meant the guys all had time to get prettied 
up before taking the stage. The ticketholders for the concert had been 
lined up around the block in three different directions, depending on 
which door they were trying to get in. 

“Is there somewhere quiet I can duck into to get my schedule 
together?” The roadie I asked just shrugged at me, but Deacon had been 


coming down the hall at the time and his warm smile made me feel about 
ten feet tall. 

“Hey, kid, good job so far tonight. The guys are actually waiting in the 
wings with three minutes to go.” His wide-eyed disbelief had me giggling. 
“Seriously, we will have to try this shit with you and another band, but if 
you can get them all to do this, every night, you shall receive accolades 
about being a band whisperer.” 

“Ha!” I choked out amid a laugh. “Probably just a fluke, since the guys 
know me, and the fact that I’m not afraid to drag them side-stage by their 
ears like a pissed off grandma.” Deacon laughed at me then he tipped his 
head in the direction of a room at the end of the hall. 

“T use that space to get quiet time for calls when we have events here. 
It’s too small for much of anything, but I get them to keep it unlocked just 
in case one of the guys has a freak out pre-show and needs a spot to cool 
off away from the noise.” 

“Great, thanks,” I offered as I headed in that direction. 

“Hey, Ev,” he called out and I looked back over my shoulder at Deacon. 
“Don’t miss out on too much of the show. You'll have plenty of down time 
on the bus in between venues to work on schedules, and whatnot.” 

“I won't. I just wanted to make sure I had my post-show ducks in a 
row.” With that, Deacon headed off in the opposite direction while I 
found the little room at the end of the hall. It was there that I discovered 
a little more than I bargained for. Luckily for me, my phone was readily 
available in my hands for picture proof to send to a certain someone. 

As I opened the door I noticed a couple stuffed into the corner of the 
room. The guy was obviously a rocker, or at the very least a roadie, 
judging by his look. It wasn’t anyone from Fourth Down or The Infinite 
Everything though. The girl he had pinned to the wall, skirt up, with his 
hand moving beneath her skirt in a very telling motion was obscured just 
enough that I was about to leave, until her head tilted with her eyes 
closed in a passionate expression, and I got a clear view of her face. 
Lydia. I wasted no time in flipping my cell phone camera on and taking 
pictures. Then I started backing out of the room and into the hall. It 
turned out, I didn’t even need the pictures, because I backed into a solid 
wall of muscle. 


“There you are. Deacon said you came this way, and I wanted to check 
on you after last night with...” his words cut off as he noticed my wide- 
eyed stare and pale visage. “What’s going on, Ev?” He asked as he pushed 
me aside and stepped into the room to see what had me spooked. I 
wished I could spare him this scene, because it was one similar to what 
I'd walked into just a month ago, only I knew he had deep, years-long 
feelings for Lydia, so this was going to hurt him. 

“Don’t!” I all but yelped, but it was too late. He’d seen them. He 
glanced back at me with a horrifying look of betrayal on his face. 

“You weren’t going to tell me?” 

“I was,” I held up my cell phone. “After your show, I promise, I 
wouldn’t let you keep going on as if this weren’t happening.” He saw the 
picture I had pulled up on my phone and nodded. About that time, Lydia 
and the guy she was with, realized they had an audience. She let out a 
shocked squeak as her legs dropped from around his waist, forcing the 
guy to stop thrusting into her. 

“You have got to be fucking kidding me,” a deep voice called out from 
over my shoulder just then. Micah Stone, bassist for The Infinite 
Everything, stepped closer to me, putting his hands on my hips to 
maneuver me out of his way so he could get a better look at what was 
going on in the room beyond. “All these years, Jay’s been a saint, despite 
your accusations and come to find out the goddamn lead singer of the 
band you’ve been trying to push on our tour is your fuck buddy?” 

Well, I guess that summed up the situation, and also, point to me for 
being right about the guy having that rocker look. Micah laughed then. 
“Dude,” he said addressing the guy, “you better be glad your buddies got 
in that car accident, because otherwise they’d be blaming you for their 
careers going down the toilet right about now.” 

Jay finally found his voice at that point. “Lydia? What is happening 
right now?” He was asking for the obvious answers, but I understood that 
deep need to know. It shouldn’t matter, but in the moment, the ‘whys’ 
and ‘hows’ of a person’s betraying you seemed to matter. There was a 
certain amount of shock in catching the person you love, even just the 
person you’re supposed to be with, in the arms of someone else. In this 
case, it was more like catching them in full body contact, which was 


worse. 

“She startled me, and I fell on Dylan,” the dumb bitch said as we 
watched Dylan tucking his cock back in his pants. 

“Seriously, Lydia?” Dylan asked as he got himself together. “You were 
just telling me you were done with this guy because you didn’t need his 
connections for us anymore.” Whoa! Okay, that was going to be a major 
slap in the face for Jay. Sure enough, he flinched back with those words 
and Lydia’s eyes grew wider too. Guilt flashed there, and I knew what 
Dylan just said had to be the truth, or damn close to it. 

“What in the fuck?” Jay roared. 

Dylan looked back at Jay then. “I’m sorry man, at first I didn’t know 
she was seeing anyone. When we were scheduled to tour with you guys, 
Lydia came clean to me and said it was over between the two of you. She 
just had to tell you, but that we had to keep it quiet for a while so my 
band wouldn’t get kicked off the tour.” He shrugged his shoulders 
sheepishly. “I loved her by then, so I forgave her.” 

“You loved her by then?” Jay asked absently before turning his 
attention back to his cheating bitch of a girlfriend. “How fucking long, 
Lydia?” It was dawning on Jay, Micah, and myself that this was 
apparently not a quick fling, but a full-blown, long-term affair. 

Lydia stood with her mouth opening and closing like a fish out of 
water, but no words were coming out. That’s when Dylan started in again. 
“We’ve been together for a year and a half.” 

“A year and a half?” Jay choked out. “The baby?” That question had 
heartbreak written all over it. Even my shriveled up, rarely used little 
organ, did a catapult into my belly with his words. 

“What baby?” Dylan asked him, then looked down at Lydia with 
complete horror in his own eyes. 

“There was no baby,” Lydia told him. “I mean, there was, but I didn’t 
know who...” she glanced between the two men then. “I couldn’t keep it.” 

“You had a miscarriage,” Jay all but whispered as tears streamed down 
his face. “You said...” He shook off his memories. “You fucking lied. You 
had an abortion, and all because you weren’t sure which one of us was 
the father?” With each word out of his mouth he grew louder until he was 
practically screaming them at her. Lydia just nodded, her own tears 


mirroring his as they streamed down her face. “You’re a fucking 
monster!” 

“Lydia?” Dylan questioned. “You never told me you were pregnant. 
What the hell? That could have been my kid. We weren’t very careful, so 
it probably was.” Dylan, it appeared, was also seeing the monster before 
him as he stepped further away from her. 

“You two need to get the fuck out of here,” Micah yelled back into the 
room. I put my hand on Jay’s back to help steady him, because he looked 
like he was about to be sick, or pass out. I honestly couldn’t blame him 
either way. 

“Our apartment is paid for until the end of the tour,” Jay said clearly. 
“Find a new place before then, because when I get back I don’t want to 
see any evidence you were ever there. If you touch one fucking thing that 
belongs to me, I will drag your ass through the courts, the tabloids, and 
everywhere else until you are completely ruined. I will make sure you 
never do this deceitful ass shit to another person in the industry at the 
very least.” 

“Jay, you don’t mean that. We can work this out, we were buying a 
house when you got back. I’ll just pack for the both of us.” 

“Tl just bet you think that, huh? You really think he’s going to forgive 
any of this? Let me guess... New boyfriend’s band imploded, so you’re no 
longer going to get to be with the front man like you always dreamed. So, 
Jay will do since he can afford to buy that house in the hills you’ve been 
salivating over?” Micah’s words made Lydia blanch, and the guilt on her 
face couldn’t have been more apparent. That was exactly her plan. 
Actually, this little romp backstage was probably going to be her goodbye 
fuck to the poor guy, since his band didn’t work out. She just hadn’t 
counted on Jay finding them, or finding out about them. I wonder what 
she thought the other man would do when he realized what had 
happened because he didn’t seem the type to stay silent about how things 
went down. 

My thoughts were interrupted by Micah as he continued. “He stood up 
for you, and almost left the band when we tried to tell him what a 
duplicitous bitch you were.” Micah shook his head. “You are the lowest 
piece of...” 


“ENOUGH!” Jay’s voice rose to concerning heights. “You two,” he 
pointed to Lydia and Dylan, “get the fuck out. I don’t want to hear from 
either of you again, and I will make sure that no one from our 
management and record company does either.” His pointed stare then 
was for Dylan more so than Lydia. He was letting the man know his 
career was fucked. 

“No, you can’t do that,” Lydia cried, showing the first real emotion of 
the night. 

“Tm really sorry man. Don’t hold my fuck up against my band man. I 
didn’t know until we were scheduled to go on tour with you guys.” 

“You didn’t come clean either, so there’s that. Your band gets a new 
singer, we won’t hold it against them,” Micah added. 

Meanwhile, I had already notified security that we had a problem, and 
they showed up just behind me. “These two need an escort out, and 
passes revoked for the rest of the tour, unless Jay changes his mind at 
some point,” I told Aaron as he moved past me. 

“Sure thing, Ms. Dawson.” Aaron answered. 

“Yow’re going to let a groupie whore throw me out?” Lydia was yelling 
now. 

“The only groupie whore here is you, Lydia, and you’re damn right I’m 
going to let Everly do her job and get rid of you like the garbage you are.” 
I was proud of Jay as he spoke those words, even as I watched how much 
it hurt him to admit the truth of what his girlfriend actually was. She 
really was nothing more than a gold digging, ladder-climbing whore. 

Aaron wound up having to physically pick Lydia up and carry her ass 
out while the other members of the security team simply walked a 
dejected Dylan out. I watched as they left the room, and continued 
watching as they were escorted down the hall towards the exit, where 
they would be permanently banned upon going through those doors. 

“Jay, man,” Micah finally spoke up in a much softer tone than he’d 
used with the bitch. “Do we need to cancel for the night? I’m sure we can 
go on with Drew in your spot or something. He knows all the music.” 

I nod my head in agreement. “Drew definitely knows all your material, 
and I know he’d step in too,” I agreed knowing my brother’s guitarist 
would actually leap at the chance to do so. 


“Tl be fine. I think I need the stage right now to numb this shit out,” 
Jay managed to get out as he turned around, fisted his hand, and 
appeared ready to punch the very hard, unforgiving concrete wall. I 
stepped in and placed my hand over his tensed fist. “Go get ready, Micah. 
We go on as usual.” As Micah turned to walk off he glanced over his 
shoulder and looked right at me, pleading with his eyes that I do 
something to help. 

“You want me to go too?” I finally asked. Jay shook his head and spoke 
one simple word. “Stay.” So, I did. 

“T guess neither of us has much luck backstage with this tour, huh? His 
words came out on a bitter laugh, and I had to agree. Although, I think 
his situation was far worse than my own. 

“Tm really sorry, Jay.” I offered up a hug while wrapping my arms 
around his waist and pulling him into the warmth of my body. “I’m here 
if there’s anything I can do to help. I mean it. You just let me know what 
you need, and I’ll get it for you. I drowned myself in a few pints of triple 
chocolate fudge brownie, but if you need something more hardcore, I will 
arrange for you to have it!” 

Jay chuckled a bit then and squeezed me tighter to him. “Thanks for 
that, Ev. Could you do me a favor and ride with us tonight after the 
show?” He sniffled, and from the way he pulled me closer I had a feeling 
it was so that I wouldn’t see that he was crying. “The guys hated Lydia. 
I’m not sure they’ll be understanding of anything I have to say, or how I 
feel.” 

“Of course, I’ll be there. I’ll think of something to tell Trav and the guys 
so they don’t have to know or worry.” 

“You can tell them the truth, Ev. I would never ask you to lie or hide 
anything.” 

“Five minutes, guys,” a stagehand announced from outside the door. 
Jay squeezed me tighter, once again, and then released me. He took 
several deep breaths, swiped at his face to clear whatever remaining 
evidence of his emotion was there, and then he walked out to head 
towards the stage that would hopefully numb him for a while. 

As Fourth Down came off the stage, I pulled Travis aside and explained 
what happened. “I’m going to hang out on The Infinite Everything’s bus 


for the night, to help Jay.” 

“Sure thing, Ev. Let him know we’re all here for him too if he needs 
us.” My big brother hugged me tight then, getting his nasty stage sweat 
all over me. I wrinkled my nose at him and he laughed. “You gonna be 
okay with being his shoulder to cry on, Ev? This whole scene hits a little 
close to home for you after what happened.” 

“That’s probably why Jay asked that I’m there tonight. He knows I just 
went through a similar humiliation. Although, at least it was new for me, 
and I definitely hadn’t been in love.” As soon as the words left my mouth 
I noticed Clay had stopped and had been listening to our conversation, as 
had the rest of Fourth Down. When I noticed him, he looked remorseful 
for a moment, almost lost, and then it cleared as he tucked his head down 
lower and walked away mumbling, “Sorry, Ev.” 


6 —- LUXURY BUS 


“Wow!” The envious word slipped out as I stepped aboard The Infinite 
Everything’s tour bus, because that was really all that could be said about 
the vast difference between this and what my brother’s band was riding 
in. “This is what Trav and the boys have to look forward to one day, 
huh?” 

My brother’s band was on a tour bus used generally for opening acts 
and road crew as needed. It was pretty bare bones with a tiny kitchenette, 
sitting area, and an even smaller bathroom. Beyond that part of the bus 
were the 12 bunks, six built into either side. That was pretty much the 
gist of it. The Infinite Everything’s bus, in comparison, had all the bells 
and whistles. 


A luxurious seating area with comfy-looking leather couches existed 
just beyond the driver’s seat. That opened into a small, but very 
functional kitchen, with a curtained off section beyond. As I was guided 
through the rest of the bus, it became evident that the curtained off area 
contained six bunks, three on each side of the bus, with a walkway down 
the center that lead to another lounge area that the guys had set up with 
their gaming consoles and a large screen television. Finally, in the back 
there was an unexpectedly large bathroom area for a tour bus. 

“There’s usually a master bedroom back here on buses, but instead of 
drawing straws to see who was lucky enough to sleep in a real bed, we all 
figured the bunks were equally good enough for each of us. What we all 
really missed, when we were touring on the shittier buses, was having an 
adult-sized bathroom space, so that’s what we asked for with this thing.” 
Mags explained to me, since she was the one giving me the tour. The 
other guys in the band had held Jay back to talk to him in their dressing 
room, over at the venue, while the two of us came to the buses right 
away. As Mags had explained to me, 99 percent of the fans with 
backstage passes were there for the guys, so she didn’t mind skipping out 
early. She hated watching groupies paw all over her bandmates and the 
crew. 

“T used to have a crush on Jeremiah,” she admitted as we had walked 
back to the lounge area. “At first, it was super hard to watch while he ate 
up all the new attention we got. Those nasty bitches often pushed me 
aside, sometimes violently, and the only person who ever noticed was 
Jay. He was so stuck up Lydia’s ass then that he actually paid attention to 
everything that was going on around him and not the giant, overinflated 
boobs the bimbos tried to get him and the other guys to sign.” She huffed 
out a laugh then. “You know he’s the only one in the band, besides me, 
that refuses to do that?” 

“What? Jay won’t sign women’s boobs?” I asked on a laugh. 

“Nah, he won’t sign anyone’s body parts. A lot of the people who get 
skin signed do it to turn it into a tattoo, and he said he doesn’t want a 
personalized version of himself on anyone’s body unless its someone he 
plans to be with for life. So, if you see anyone out there with Jay’s 
signature, an artist tried to recreate it for them.” 


“Wow, I honestly have a lot more respect for him now, not that it was 
ever lacking to begin with. Jay’s been a sweetheart ever since he rescued 
me from the Clay situation, when I first met him.” Mags smiled at me 
then. 

“Yeah, he is a sweetheart. I just hope this bullshit with Lydia doesn’t 
change him. The last thing I want to see is him plowing through women 
like the rest of them do. That’s just not Jay’s deal.” 

“So, you were saying you had to deal with seeing Jeremiah doing that 
when you guys first started touring?” I asked again. 

“Yeah,” she sighed. “We were on a bus like the one you ride on with 
Fourth Down. Hell, it’s probably the same damn one. So, imagine how 
horrific it was for me to have this crush on the lead singer of our band 
while he’s dragging groupies back to the bus after every show and 
banging them until the bus stops again.” 

“Ew,” I groaned out. “They came with you to the next tour stop?” 

“Sometimes. Most of the time, the driver tried to make sure they were 
kicked off before we left. There were even a few special occasions where, 
if the women were really annoying and clingy, they would be kicked off 
at a rest stop in between tour cities.” Mags noticed my wide-eyed stare 
then. “They were given transportation back to the originating city.” 

“That had to be really hard on you, Mags,” I offered sympathetically. 

“It was, which is why we established some rules as time went on. Those 
idiot boys stayed clueless to my discomfort until I blew my top one day.” 
Mags started telling me when a throat cleared behind her. Jeremiah was 
standing there, and I wondered how much he had just heard. For Mags’s 
sake, I certainly hoped he’d missed the part about her once-upon-a-time 
crush. Trying to be the good friend I am, I changed the subject. 

“So, I can definitely see the need for the normal size bathroom after 
having tried to use the one on the other bus today,” I laughed. “Definitely 
a good call!” 

Jeremiah laughed, and actually gave me what appeared to be a grateful 
look. “We had to pay our dues on the shitty bus too in order to earn it, 
but yeah, it was certainly worth the sacrifice of the solo master bedroom 
we would have had to share and fight over. Jeremiah looked at me 
strangely then. “So, you gonna hang here with Mags for the first bus ride 


to the next venue?” 

“Oh, no. Earlier, when everything went down with Jay, he asked me to 
be here tonight. I guess since I just went through my own backstage 
cheater hell, he thought I could commiserate with him, maybe offer 
support?” I tossed my shoulders up in a shrug, because honestly I wasn’t 
sure if that’s why he’d asked me to be here or not. It just seemed like the 
most logical reason. 

“Oh,” Jeremiah ran his hands through his hair while trying to hide the 
awkward cringe that just came over his face. 

“Is Jay on his way back here too?” 

“He’s with Micah and Evan. They’ll be in shortly, I guess.” Jeremiah 
glanced sheepishly at Mags then. “Micah was getting Jay set up with a 
few shots, and maybe a backstage blowjob from a groupie, to make him 
feel better about shit.” 

I wrinkled my nose at that admission, especially since I’d just been 
talking to Mags about how much respect I had for the way Jay conducted 
himself. 

“Don’t get all judgy, little Dawson,” Jeremiah started saying when he 
noticed my facial expression. “Jay’s been dippin’ in the same pussy for far 
too long, especially since that whore was handing it out to lord only 
knows how many other people the whole time. He needs to get 
reacquainted with variety, and no-strings, feel-good times.” 

Mags scoffed at Jeremiah’s crude response. “Maybe I should just head 
back to the other bus then?” I asked in response, since I certainly didn’t 
want to be here cock blocking if they brought groupies back with them. 

Jeremiah threw a guilty look at Mags and admitted, “Nah, we have a 
no groupies on the bus policy since the first tour. These days, anything 
extra curricular stays at the venue or in our personal rooms if we’re 
booked into hotels for a night.” 

As if he conjured them out of thin air with his admission, a loud ruckus 
grew just outside of the band’s bus. The door to the bus hissed as it was 
forced open from the outside, and then the noise level grew to instant- 
party pitch, as first Micah, with two women hanging off of him, then 
Evan with one, and Jay with three more women in tow, came stumbling 
onto the bus.” 


“Motherfucker!” Mags hissed out beside me, which just led to a round 
of laughter from the very drunk, possibly high, crowd that had just 
clambered onto the bus. 

Jeremiah’s eyes grew, just as wide as my own, as he glanced back at 
Mags. It was clear that he was guilt-stricken by what he was seeing both 
in front of him and on Mags’s face. ‘You were saying?” I asked 
sarcastically. Jeremiah turned back to his brother with an angry glare 
firmly in place on his otherwise handsome face. 

“You weren’t backstage to party with us, Jer, so we brought the party 
to you,” Micah managed, despite the slur to his words that gave away just 
how inebriated he was. I watched as Jay flopped down on one of the 
leather benches while a blond bimbo flounced into his lap facing him. Her 
tits flopped in his face as she did so. Evan pulled a brunette down with 
him while another blond moved forward to deposit herself into Micah’s 
arms. 

Two more groupies stood tittering behind everyone, almost unsure of 
themselves until they spotted Jeremiah and began moving in for the kill. 
He glanced back at Mags yet again, but she’d turned her back on the 
whole scene and was making her way through the curtained area. 
Jeremiah threw his hand up to halt the groupie girls in their tracks as he 
tossed out a scathing, “Not only no, but hell no!” 

A drunken Micah laughed at that. “What’s up Jer? We’re celebrating 
Jay’s freedom tonight.” 

“You know the rules about skanks on the bus, Micah.” 

“Hey!” One of the little tarts managed to shout in a shrill voice. 
Apparently, she had been offended by being called a skank. 

“We’re breaking the rules tonight, Bro. It’s a special occasion!” Micah 
called out before tipping his head in my direction. “Besides, looks like 
you already broke the rules. Hope Trav doesn’t find out you’re banging 
his little sis.” Micah laughed at that while Jay finally seemed to realize 
there was more going on than the fake double Ds being jostled in his face. 

“What? You can’t be with Ev!” He barely managed to get the words out 
past his own liquor-addled tongue. “You with him?” He asked 
indignantly. 

“YOU asked HER to come be here for you after the show, moron!” 


Jeremiah seethed while poking his finger in the direction of Jay and then 
me. “She’s not here for me. She came to help you.” 

Jay’s drunken, angry look diminished with those words as he offered 
me a goofy, crooked smile. It would have been endearing had the now 
topless blond not blocked my view of him as she moved to straddle his 
lap. Her big head may have blocked my view of Jay’s face, but it didn’t 
stop me from noticing how her hand moved down his torso, headed 
straight for his package. Jay’s focus shifted to her bare tits, and he smiled 
before his head lulled back onto the seat of the couch behind him once 
more. 

“Tm going back to Fourth Down’s bus,” I told them all. Suddenly, Mags 
was poking her head out of the curtained off area. “I don’t want to be 
here for this,” I added as I watched the wounded eyes of my new friend as 
she took in the absolute shit show happening on her bus. 

“T don’t either, can I come with you? You guys have some open bunks, 
right?” 

Nodding my head at her, I turned back around. It was as I glanced back 
toward Jay, that I realized stripper Barbie had Jay’s button unfastened 
and zipper down in record time. Seriously, I thought maybe she had 
super-human speed on her side or something. Before any of us knew what 
was happening, and certainly Jay didn’t since his eyes had rolled back in 
his now lulling head, she had his cock out and was getting ready to shove 
it, unsheathed into her nasty snatch. That is when I lost my shit! 

“WHAT THE FUCK? OH HELL, NO!!!” I reached over and snatched 
Skank Barbie off of Jay’s lap by her bleached out hair. At the same time, 
Mags was in Jeremiah’s face yelling, “Keep these whores away from my 
bunk!” 

“Mags!” Jeremiah sighed at her in defeat. 

“No,” she hissed. “You guys promised me that this shit would never 
happen again.” 

Meanwhile, the skank I’d just ripped off of Jay had her claws out and 
started tearing into my arms as I pulled her toward the door. “Get off of 
me you fucking whore. He’s mine for the night. I have plans for him!” Her 
shouting finally clued Mags and Jeremiah into the fact that there was a 
bigger problem at hand than their own personal shit. “You can’t throw me 


off, Jay invited me.” Her nails were now drawing blood on my arms, and 
I dropped the whore to the bus floor, backing away to look at the damage 
to my skin. 

“You stupid fuckers!” I yelled, while wildly looking back at the band 
who sat behind me. Everyone was stunned, except for Jay who had 
passed out, junk still hanging out for all to see thanks to Skank Barbie’s 
earlier efforts. 

“Look around at what you’re doing,” I yelled at them. This whore was 
trying to ride Jay, who by the way is passed the fuck out and not in the 
right mind to consent to anything, and she was attempting to do it 
without protection. No doubt, she’s ovulating, or hoping she’s close 
enough to make it count if he comes in her, and you're all fucking 
oblivious, letting this happen.” I glanced around at the drunken faces of 
Jay’s bandmates as they began to sober to the reality of the situation. 

“Like he doesn’t have enough issues going on right now? You assholes, 
who he calls friends, are going to let this bitch rape him, and then he has 
to deal with her as his baby’s momma when he will never remember 
having been with her? I mean, seriously? This is your idea of helping your 
friend out, and making him feel better?” That was directed at Micah, 
whose bright idea brought all this on to begin with. I don’t know if it was 
the screaming, the fact that blood was dripping down my arms, or my 
words that snapped him back to reality, but suddenly Micah seemed to 
sober up before my eyes. 

“Get these bitches off the bus,” Mags yelled as she tossed a blanket over 
Jay so that he was no longer exposed. 

“You might want to check phones first, that whore over there has been 
taking pictures or video, or something,” I indicated the red head that had 
slunk quietly to a corner while all the drama was going on. Jeremiah was 
closest and snagged the phone right out of her hands. 

“FUCK!” He hollered out. “She was about to hit send. Thank fuck she 
wasn’t live streaming that shit.” 

I called Aaron to come deal with the security issues of checking all their 
phones for pictures, audio, and video that could be used to tarnish the 
band’s image. Then he and the other guys who worked with the crew 
took the girls off the bus and out of the venue. Mags and I waited until 


that was all handled before we got ready to move off the bus. Aaron was 
back before we managed to get out the door though. 

“Back up on the bus for a minute, Ms. Dawson.” He had a red bag in his 
hands as he pushed me back on board and over to the kitchen sink. “Let 
me help you clean this up. I want to know if you need to go to the 
hospital for stitches or anything before we roll out of here.” 

“Tm fine. The whore just scratched me with her nails.” 

“Yeah, well, nails are dirty as fuck, so I’m going to at least wash this 
out for you, put on some antibiotic ointment, and bandage you up.” 

“Thanks,” was all I could say as I allowed Aaron to handle doing just 
that. Jeremiah looked on as Micah approach cautiously. 

“I’m so sorry, Everly. I didn’t think...” 

“That was obvious. You should be ashamed of yourself. You damn near 
caused your friend to have a far worse problem than just a cheating ex- 
girlfriend. Look at him,” I demanded. “He’s still passed out cold. He 
would never have known, and he could have woken up with any number 
of STDs as well as a paternity suit in the works. I can’t believe you’d put 
him in that position.” 

“Yow’re right,” Micah agreed, as he hung his head in contrition. “I’m so 
sorry. I wasn’t thinking. I’ll apologize to him tomorrow as well.” 

Jeremiah spoke up then. “You'll also apologize to Mags. You broke the 
bus rule, asshole. You know why it was put in place. Mags warned 
everyone she would leave the band if that shit ever happened again.” As 
he was saying this Mags came marching out from the back with a bag in 
her hand. 

“Mags!” Micah called out in a panicked voice. 

“Shut your hole, Micah. I do not want to speak to you tonight. I’ll be on 
Fourth Down’s bus,” she told Aaron as he finished bandaging me up. “Is 
she good to go now?” 

“Yeah, she’s fine. You should probably clean it and reapply the 
ointment a couple times a day, for a few days, just to be sure though.” His 
worried eyes met my own. “A couple of those were gouged pretty deep. It 
may leave some scarring.” There was regret in his tone. 

“Thanks, Aaron. I appreciate everything tonight.” 

“You don’t have to go now, Mags.” Micah pleaded with her. “We made 


them all leave,” he offered. 

“No, you did not make them leave. Everly did when she got that skank 
off Jay before it was too late and then she called Aaron to come handle 
them. LOOK. AT HER.” She held up my bandaged forearms. “She’s 
bandaged up on BOTH arms, you fucking idiot. She got hurt protecting 
YOUR bandmate from YOUR bad decisions, Micah!” Mags was 
legitimately shaking with rage. “You’re damn right I have to leave 
tonight, because if I don’t, I might actually hurt you. It should be you who 
is bandaged right now. You do these things. You cause this trouble, and it 
always falls on someone else’s shoulders. I get hurt. Everly gets hurt. Jay 
almost got hurt. Not you though. You scrape by unscathed and you never 
learn a lesson from it. Well, fuck you, Micah! You need to learn 
something so this stops happening!” 

Micah’s stunned face was the very last thing I saw as Mags dragged me 
off the bus and away from her band that night. Id like to say I think he 
learned a big lesson after all, but that wasn’t my concern. My brother 
discovering my bandaged arms, however, was my concern. 

“Hey Sis, I thought...” Travis started to say as I boarded the bus and he 
took note of the bandages on my arms, and the untamed fury that was 
rolling off of Mags in waves just behind me. “What in the hell happened?” 
My brother yelled as he stood from the cracked faux leather bench he’d 
been perched on when we entered. Of course, this snagged the attention 
of Drew and Chris as well. “Are you okay? Is Mags okay?” 

“No,” I answered shakily, as I plopped down onto the nearest seat. 

“Damn, what the hell did you two get yourselves into?” Chris asked. 

“Yeah, seriously,” Drew added as he gently picked my arm up and 
lifted a bit of the bandage to peek down inside. I’m sure it looked worse 
than it was with the blood and plasma mixing with the ointment Aaron 
had applied. Drew’s hissed breath did nothing to calm my brother though. 

“Ev?” Travis ground out as he moved closer. 

“Look, we just had issues with groupies that the other guys brought 
back to the bus, that’s all.” 

“Groupies? Oh, that’s all?” My brother’s false tone didn’t fool me, and I 
stood in his way so he couldn’t go bounding off of the bus to hunt down 
rouge groupies or certain other band members. 


“Sit, Trav. I will tell you everything, but you will sit through it all, and 
not say a damn word until I’m done.” He agreed and sat, as did Drew and 
Chris. Mags glanced at me and then the back of the bus where our bunks 
were situated. 

“Tm going to grab an empty bunk and try to sleep my anger off,” she 
stated and then moved in that direction before anyone could stop her. Not 
that anyone wanted to stop her, as she stomped off, ready to attack the 
first person that tried to cross her again tonight. I just shook my head, not 
knowing how this whole night would end up affecting the members of 
The Infinite Everything. 

“All right, explain,” my brother ordered. So, I did. Starting with the 
point earlier in the night where I’d walked in on Jay’s girlfriend banging 
some other dude all the way up until we stormed off the other bus headed 
to this one. 

“Motherfuckers!” My brother hissed as I finished up my story. “I’m 
going to kill those bastards. Jeremiah better be glad he had nothing to do 
with that scene, but the others...” 

“You will do nothing,” I told him calmly. 

“Like hell,” he yelled at me. 

“First, Travis, ’ve had enough of people yelling tonight, so you better 
calm your ass down, and respect the fact that I don’t need you adding to 
my problems. Second, you really need to respect the fact that I handled 
the situation, got it under control, it’s taken care of, and any further 
issues will be hashed out with THEIR band, not yours. I was there tonight 
as a friend. Not for work. Not because I’m your personal assistant, but 
because I was trying to repay Jay for when he helped me on a similarly 
bad night. This isn’t something you will be sticking your nose in. Do I 
make myself clear? Iam a grown woman, and I will have to work around 
all these people tomorrow and in the future. I will not have you treating 
me like some precious, breakable doll whose feelings got hurt and needs a 
guard dog around her all the time.” Drew and Chris were looking at me 
with what seemed like pride in their eyes. 

My brother, seemed a bit more conflicted. He was somewhere stuck 
between pride, for how I handled things, and wanting revenge for his 
sister being hurt. “I get your point of view, Ev, but more than your 


feelings were hurt here. Both of your arms are bandaged up, and honestly 
I’m afraid to know what’s under there, because I might just lose my shit 
and go ballistic when I find out.” 

“How about we discuss this among us for a minute instead,” I offered as 
I glanced at each of my guys in succession. “I want you all to promise me 
that you will never let that shit happen to you. You’re supposed to look 
out for one another, just like you want to do for me right now. I swear, 
that girl was seriously trying to get knocked up, and she would have 
raped Jay to do it tonight, right in front of everyone. I was the only one 
paying attention and trying to make sure he was okay. If you had seen her 
face, when I suggested that was what she was trying to do...” I shivered 
visibly. “She didn’t even attempt to deny it. There will be women out 
there trying to do the same thing to you guys, if you’re not careful.” 

The three boys all paled as I spoke. “Have each other’s backs. Getting 
laid, when you can remember to wrap your shit up is one thing, but if any 
of you isn’t capable of making that decision, the rest of you need to 
protect him.” 

“You're right, Sis. We’ll make sure of it. And um, we’re also not going 
to be bringing anyone else back on the bus. I don’t think we ever 
discussed it with you openly, but it was decision we made when we first 
found out you’d be riding our bus while you worked on your internship.” 
He chuckled, seeming to remember something. “We had actually heard 
stories of what their first tour was like, and why they changed and made 
rules about that shit.” My brother glanced between his bandmates then. 

“T can’t believe they broke them tonight,” he went on to say. “Some 
groupies targeted Mags, and fucked with her things before. Beside the fact 
that she had to deal with hearing and seeing everything they were all 
doing anyway. Which is not cool, and definitely not something I want to 
be doing around my sister.” It was Travis’s turn to shiver then. 

“Well, thanks for sparing me that fate,” I joked. 

“Yeah, well, they’re lucky they still have Mags around after the shit 
that went down before, so I can’t imagine how she’s feeling tonight,” my 
brother mentioned, obviously feeling for Maggie’s situation. 

“T know; I’m worried about her. She lost her absolute shit on Micah 
tonight before we left. Anyway, I’m going to take some Motrin and get 


some rest.” My brother’s anger flared again at the mention of me taking a 
pain reliever. 

“Are you sure you don’t need to be seen at a hospital? I will personally 
tell every fucker here that no bus will pull out of this lot until you do!” 

“T promise, ’m fine. Aaron is the one who took care of getting me 
cleaned and bandaged up. Seriously, I’m okay, just worn out.” I glanced 
at the three of them again. “I love you guys. I hope you do better than 
they did as you start gaining your fame and fortune.” 


At some point the buses must have left the venue if the rocking 
sensation of us driving down the road mixed with the low hum of the 
engine was any indication. Honestly, the motion and the hum had me 
knocked out before I could even rethink the events of the crazy night 
we'd all just had. I managed to pull the blackout curtains on my bunk 
closed at some point, so the light wouldn’t bother me when the sun came 
up, but being a personal assistant for a band meant I had to be up and at 
‘em before anyone else though. My phone alarm blaring loudly in my ear, 
pulled me from the deep sleep that meds and the bus’s movements had 
lulled me into the night before. Once I was awake enough to manage to 
silence my alarm, I rolled my ass right out of my bunk, to plop on the 
floor face-first into someone’s discarded jeans. I then managed to crawl a 
few paces before the creepy sensation of being watching sent chills racing 
up my spine. Unlike the other band’s bus, this one did not have a 
curtained dividers anywhere to offer up a semblance of privacy. Unless 
you were in the bathroom, there was a straight, line-of-sight, shot from 
the front of the bus all the way to the back where the bathroom and some 
closet space were located. 

So, there I was, on all fours, hesitating about either standing or 
continuing my crawl of shame to the bathroom, when I quickly glanced 
over to confirm my nightmare was true. Members of The Infinite 
Everything, along with Chris and Drew, were sitting in the torn up leather 
seats at the front of the bus, watching me. My groan released the tension 
as everyone started laughing. That was until my dumb ass brother rolled 
out of his own bunk in similar fashion and took me out along the way. 


“Ow!” I yelped. 

“Shit!” Travis growled out. “What the hell are you doing on the floor, 
Sis?” 

“Same as you, idiot. I literally just rolled out of my bunk.” 

“Well,” he jumped up and ran, while calling back over his shoulder, 
“Dibs on the bathroom!” That earned him peels of laughter from the front 
of the bus. 

“Son of a bitch! Travis! I hate you!” I yelled after him as I tried to 
extricate my sleepy body from the floor of the bus. 

“Wow, if you couldn’t tell they were siblings before, that scene 
definitely makes you a believer,” I heard Jay offer on a groan. “Anyone 
have some Ibuprofen?” I reached in my bunk for my personal bottle that I 
went to sleep cradling last night and rolled it down the bus to him. 
“Thanks,” he called out to me, though I refused to look his way. 

“Sure, no problem.” I stood awkwardly, in my too short sleep shorts 
and band tank, wondering why on Earth I thought the outfit was 
appropriate for sleeping on a communal bus. “Just out of curiosity, why is 
everyone here?” I kept my back to them as I waited for an answer. 

Jeremiah stood then and tapped me on the shoulder as he handed me a 
hoodie to drape over myself. I took it, gladly, and then quietly thanked 
him for the kindness before he answered my question. “We needed to 
have a conversation involving both bands. Since you two are finally 
awake, we can get started as soon as the bathroom breaks are over.” 

“Please, tell me someone has magic coffee brewing out here,” my 
brother grumbled as he shambled past me in nothing more than his boxer 
briefs. 

“Save some for me, asshat,” I called to him, as I moved back to the 
bathroom. “And do everyone, especially me, a favor and put some fucking 
clothes on!” 

“Language little sister,” he called out as I slammed the bathroom door 
shut. I knew I wasn’t getting a shower, because there was no way any hot 
water existed after all the boys beat me there this morning, but I did take 
the time to clean, and re-bandage my wounds, as well as brush my teeth, 
and get dressed. In total, about ten minutes went by that the guys were 
waiting on me before I emerged in shorts, a plain white V-neck t-shirt, 


flip-flops, and my hair piled high on my head with what was supposed to 
be a messy bun, but honestly probably looked more akin to a bird’s nest. 

“Sorry, it wouldn’t have taken so long, but I had to re-do all of this,” I 
motioned my hands over the bandages on my arms as an indication of 
what ‘all this’ meant. I glanced back up at everyone to see a few of the 
guys wincing at the wounds, or I maybe just what the bandages 
represented. “Guys, my guys, you all are due in soundcheck in three 
hours. Nothing in the schedule before, but I will need two of you to do 
some signings at the merchandise table during T.I.E’s set, please. I'll be 
there too, because Deacon wants to know what kinds of merch you guys 
are in need of out there. Especially now that you’re a little more known 
after the first leg of the tour.” 

“Can we steal her?” Micah asked. I just glared at him, because let’s be 
honest, I was still angry about last night. Especially after I just got a good 
look, in the light of day, at what that bitch had done to my arms. 

“No!” My brother told him. “She’s all ours.” 

I looked up to see all eyes on me then. “What?” 

“Nothing, you’re just very efficient first thing when you wake up,” 
Drew told me. 

“How are you?” Jeremiah asked as he tipped his head toward my arms 
to indicate the wounds I’d incurred. I frowned down at my arms then and 
remembered to hand his hoodie back to him. 

“Fine, I guess.” To say my response was a bit lackluster would be an 
understatement. To say I didn’t really want to rehash what had happened 
to me, or why anything had happened, was spot on though so I changed 
the subject. “No offense to anyone here, but that was about all the energy 
I have until someone steps out of the way of the coffee pot, which better 
still have at least one cup left in there for me.” My brother handed me a 
steaming cup of coffee that looked to be made properly. I carefully lifted 
it to my lips and tested it out, then closed my eyes in reverence as I took 
another, longer sip of heaven. 

“T’d love to take credit for getting it right, but honestly I just handed it 
to you,” my brother told me as he snickered. “Drew is the barista here, so 
you can thank him too.” 

“Thank you, Drew. It’s perfection!” 


“What about me?” My brother asked. 

“What about you?” 

“Aren’t you going to thank me too?” 

“Sure. Thanks for being such an insufferable shit that mom and dad had 
to try a second time to create the perfect child they were striving for. 
Without you, I wouldn’t be here.” Everyone started laughing as Travis 
grumbled about ingrate sisters. 

“So, what’s on the agenda for this particular multi-band meeting?” I 
finally asked as I found a seat in the corner just behind where the driver 
sat. 

“We,” Jay said, indicating himself, Evan, and Micah. “Have some 
apologies to make and life lessons to offer up to Fourth Down. We also 
have tour-wide bus rules we’re implementing for the rest of this particular 
tour. So, we wanted to come hash that out with you guys.” 

I nodded my head in understanding as I realized a very important 
member of T.I.E. was missing. “Where is Mags?” 

“She went to breakfast with our agent, Miles, this morning. We’ve 
already squared things away with her, but she didn’t want to be here for 
the rehashing.” Jeremiah stated as he took a seat next to me. 

“T was told there was a band meeting,” Clay announced as he boarded 
the bus. He looked just as hung over, or possibly strung out, as the guys 
from T.I.E. did this morning. Complete with red lipstick still trailing down 
his neck and the stench of liquor seeping from his pores. The stale scent 
intermingled with cheap perfume from whichever nasty groupie he’d 
gotten with. It was a heinous mixture that soured my stomach. 

“Stay near the door, you smell like a whorehouse and a bar blew up, 
dude!” Micah was the one to call him out, thankfully. I was about to, but 
realized it would probably make me look petty had I been the one to do 
it. Honestly, it wasn’t about our history though. He was just plain gross 
this morning. I suddenly felt sorry for the crew on the other bus if they 
had to deal with him like this for the rest of the tour. 

“What is she doing at a band meeting?” Clay asked while scowling in 
my general direction. I guess the cheater was the one who got to be petty 
then. 

“T’m the personal tour assistant for the band and it involves the busses, 


not just the bands, which means it’s a tour issue, and my job.” I managed 
to get out with little attitude. 

“Whatever,” he announced as he leaned back on the half wall that 
separated the seating area from the bus steps. 

“Last night, we fucked up,” Micah started. “Well, I fucked up and 
dragged these two idiots with me for the ride.” His thumbs pointed 
toward Jay and Evan who were sitting on either side of him. “We 
implemented a zero tolerance policy with groupies on the busses back in 
our second tour, after we found out the shitty things those bitches were 
doing to Maggie, but also after Maggie caught one in the bathroom trying 
to empty full condoms from the night before into herself.” Micah cringed 
at the thought. 

“What in the absolute fuck?” Drew asked exactly what I’d been 
thinking. Then again, after last night, it didn’t really surprise me that 
someone would go to those lengths. 

“It was a huge eye opener for all of us, because up until then we hadn’t 
realized just how desperate and crazy they could be. Not all of them are 
like that, and I think that the few decent chicks out there made me forget 
that important lesson. Everly called us out on not taking care of Jay, after 
we got him piss drunk last night. Some bitch was trying to ride him bare 
and he was all but unconscious while it was happening. Ev put a stop to 
it, and put us all in our places.” Micah looked down at his hands, clearly 
ashamed of the part he played in making that entire scene happen. 

“Let’s not forget Everly also got hurt saving Jay from that vulture too,” 
Jeremiah added. It was the first time Clay must have noticed the 
bandages up and down my forearms and he hissed out a breath and 
actually reached over like he was going to touch me. I snatched my arms 
back, and didn’t miss the hurt look in his eyes as I did. He didn’t mind 
hurting me in other ways, so I wasn’t sure why he suddenly gave a shit. 

“Are you okay?” He managed to ask while sounding like he actually 
cared. 

I nodded my head indicating all was well. “They'll heal.” 

“Wait,” Jay finally spoke up as he sat forward and looked between 
Micah, who was sitting on his right, and me across the walkway. “Does 
someone want to run that shit by me again?” 


“We'll talk after I get all this out, Jay. I swear it,” Micah added before 
continuing on. “I broke a promise to Maggie last night by bringing those 
bitches to the bus. I was drunk too, but I still should have known better. 
We, personally, have a zero tolerance policy for groupies on our bus, but 
since Everly is here too for a while, we’d like to extend it to every bus for 
the duration of the tour.” 

“If you guys don’t agree, we can have Everly stay on our bus, but take 
it from us — it’s asking for trouble inviting them on anyway.” 

Clay started laughing. “Just great. I knew you’d find a way to try to 
cock block me.” 

“I don’t give two shits where you stick your cock, you idiot. You better 
hope the skanks you were with last night didn’t steal your used condoms 
though. I’m sure its not public knowledge yet that you’re out of the band 
soon, so they still think they might have a meal ticket by trapping you.” 
Okay, so I may not have been vindictive before, but I wasn’t going to sit 
back and be insulted either. We all watched as Clay paled noticeably 
though, then took off in a panic back to the crew bus. 

“Dumbass probably left skanks on the bus, which means they traveled 
with us,” Jeremiah muttered. My fingers were flying over the keys of my 
phone as he spoke. 

“No wotries, I have Aaron on it now.” I smiled up at them. “I also told 
him to be sure to check IDs to make sure no one was underage. The last 
thing we need is a disaster of driving an underage groupie across state 
lines.” I shivered as the cringe worthy thought left my lips. 

“Fuck!” Jeremiah shouted. “I knew we should have had _ this 
conversation before we left for this leg of the tour.” 

“We are definitely down with the off limits bus policy, man.” My 
brother told him in an attempt to calm Jeremiah. “We had already 
decided that before we left anyway since my little sister was going to be 
on our bus.” 

“Okay, well, ’'m going to call management and let them know about 
the policy changes, then talk to the crew on the third bus as well as 
security. We’ll make sure groupies don’t even get out to the back lot 
where the buses are.” With that said, Jeremiah left, taking Evan with him. 

Micah stood then. “I really am sorry if we made you uncomfortable in 


any way last night, Everly. We messed up while trying to help Jay forget 
his troubles.” He glanced down at my arms. “I guess uncomfortable is an 
understatement, considering.” 

“No worries, Micah. I’m a big girl. I was only concerned for you guys 
and Maggie last night.” 

After he left, Jay stayed behind while my guys started to head to the 
back of the bus to get ready for their day. “Can we talk for a minute?” Jay 
indicated the door of the bus, and going somewhere else to have this talk. 
I assumed that meant he wanted privacy, and I couldn’t blame him, 
considering the fact that he was probably about to ask me for a play by 
play of what actually happened last night. 

“Sure,” I manage to get out as we descended the stairs into the mostly 
deserted parking lot. 

“IT honestly don’t remember even getting back to the bus, much less 
anything that followed last night. I wanted to say I was sorry for 
whatever you saw, and went through, or however I acted last night. The 
whole groupie scene has never been my thing. Then again, I’m not really 
one to over indulge in the alcohol either, which is probably why I don’t 
remember shit from last night.” 

I stopped him there. “It’s okay, Jay. I understand everything that 
happened yesterday before the show was bound to have an effect. 
Truthfully, I was in awe that you went out there and did your thing on 
stage after...” I shook my head in disbelief. “I don’t think I could have. 
After the Clay incident, I ate my way into a Triple-Chocolate, Fudge, 
Brownie Explosion coma only to have my brother, Drew, and Chris walk 
in on me naked in bed the next morning.” 

“They did what?” He hissed out. 

I waved off his concern. “They were worried because I wasn’t 
answering my phone.” I explained. “My point is, we all handle extreme 
news and changes in our lives in our own ways. No apologies necessary. I 
was just glad I was there to stop Skank Barbie from fulfilling her dreams 
of becoming your baby momma. It was scary when I called her out on it 
too, because her face... I will never forget that look. I think it was 
honestly her plan to use you that way.” 

Jay’s hung over pallor took on an even more ashen tone with my 


words. “I can’t thank you enough for that. Though honestly, ’'m not sure 
how she would have gotten me to perform in the state I was in. I seriously 
have no memory of the bus beyond waking up in a puddle of drool on the 
couch with a pounding headache this morning.” He moved closer to me 
and grabbed hold of my hand while glancing down at my bandage 
wrapped arms. “I promise, you will never see me like that again, Everly.” 

He cleared his throat before continuing on. “As much as I’m not looking 
forward to hearing the whole story, I think I need you to tell me exactly 
what happened. Exactly how this,” he held my hands up, “happened.” He 
shook his head back and forth then. “I’m not sure Micah will tell me, if he 
even knows the whole story. He was pretty messed up himself last night.” 

We found a place to sit, and I recounted the entire story beginning with 
waiting for him on the bus like I’d agreed, and the three of them coming 
back with about 6 groupies in tow. He cringed in places, especially when 
I told him about seeing his junk hanging out for everyone to ogle, and 
pulling the girl off of him just before she managed to stuff him inside her. 
I actually cringed at the memory too. It was horrible. I never in my life 
thought I’d witness someone try to use another person in such a way 
when they were clearly out of it. 

“Jesus,” Jay hissed. “You basically saved me from being raped last 
night,” he announced as he shifted, trying to find a comfortable way to sit 
on the asphalt beneath us. “Never would have thought I’d ever have been 
in a position for that to happen.” 

“I know. I’m sorry you were, but I’m glad I was there to stop it from 
happening. I just hope you and the guys take what went down seriously 
and make sure it never occurs again. That was really scary,” I told him as 
my cell started ringing. I flashed the screen to show him it was Deacon. “I 
have to take this,” I explained as I picked up the call, stood, and started to 
walk away. 


7 - NO GOODBYES 


Three weeks into the tour with the guys, and a few snide remarks here 
and there backstage from a drunken or blitzed out Clay, were the only 
blights on the otherwise smooth sailing run we’d been experiencing. My 
arms healed up well, although I did have a couple scars, mostly on my 
right arm. He never said anything else about it to me, but I often caught 
Micah staring at my arms when he didn’t think anyone was paying 
attention. I’d also heard through the grapevine that he had been shunning 
all groupies post concert since the incident. 

I tried not to let it get to me, that one night had been so impactful for 
him, and instead focused on the guys in my brother’s band, and making 
sure the tour ran smoothly for them. Deacon only showed periodically to 


spot check that all was well with the tour. For the most part, he trusted 
Greg, the assistant he had in place for The Infinite Everything, and me to 
get everyone where they needed to be on time. 

I went a step above and beyond my actual tour duties and started 
working on the boys’ social media presence that had been sorely 
neglected since none of them wanted the responsibility. I was doing at 
least three random posts a day on places like Instagram and Snapchat 
which was garnering the guys many more fans and followers. People 
loved Fourth Down. I loved my job. Life was good. 

Life was really good until I needed to use the bathroom in the guys’ 
dressing room after a show. When I threw the door open, it caught on 
something. When I tried to push it open again, I realized the ‘something’ 
the door was caught on was a black Converse All Star shoe attached to a 
limp leg, which was attached to a very unconscious Clay. Once I managed 
to push his foot far enough out of the way, so I could slip through the 
door, I snapped a picture of the scene and then dialed Aaron. He was the 
security guard I’d had the most experience dealing with, so he was always 
my go-to when problems arose. 

“What’s up Little Dawson?” He called out, and I could tell, thanks to 
the background noise, that he was probably somewhere in the meet and 
greet with the guys and their fans. 

“We have a problem in the boys’ dressing room. We need medical help 
now!” I spoke loudly as I assessed the situation. “Clay is passed out, 
foaming at the mouth. There is a girl in here with him too. She is 
conscious and crying, but sitting in a ball basically unresponsive, beyond 
that. Honestly, I’m not sure she’s even old enough to be here.” 

“Tm on my way, sweetheart. Roll him to his side, if he’s not already.” 

“T did that. I have you on speakerphone. He has a pulse, but it doesn’t 
feel normal. The beats of his heart are spaced really far apart, Aaron.” 
Clay still had his junk hanging out his pants with a used and full condom 
on it. Gross. That wasn’t my problem or priority at the moment though. 

“Hey, are you okay? Do you need medical help?” I asked the girl who 
was still sitting there rocking back and forth in a ball on the floor and 
crying. I snapped my fingers in her face then and slowly asked once more. 
“ARE. YOU. OKAY?” 


“No,” she shrieked. “We were having sex, and he came then threw up 
on me and started shaking all over...” her voice went to a hysterical pitch 
before she finally just went back to rocking and crying. Great. She was no 
help. Aaron was there before I could do or say anything else and he had a 
paramedic with him. 

“Do you know what he was taking?” The paramedic was the one to ask 
the question. 

“No clue, I found him in here like this with her rocking in the corner, 
but I don’t think she’s going to be much help to you. She basically said he 
had an orgasm during sex, threw up on her, started shaking, and that’s all 
I got out of her before she started rocking and crying again.” He nodded 
his head and looked around the room as he continued assessing Clay’s 
vitals. 

“Can you look around and see if you can locate a drug kit or 
something? It really does help to know what we’re dealing with before 
they treat him.” 

“Sure,” I got up from my position beside Clay’s body, and started 
looking around. “There’s a pipe here. Not sure what he was smoking in it 
though.” I handed the pipe over to Aaron, and then grabbed the girl’s cell 
phone from her hands. As Aaron continued going through the small bag 
he had found in the corner I was looking through the girl’s phone and 
deleting a bunch of pictures and video she had taken over the past two 
nights. 

“Hey Aaron?” I called out. He turned to look at me. “She had pics and 
video from last night and tonight which means she’s been traveling with 
us.” I gave him a look because I'd already told him the girl didn’t appear 
to be of legal age. 

“Shit!” He held out his hand for the phone, and I passed it to him. 
“Okay, we’ll make sure she didn’t upload any of this crap yet, and check 
on the other thing. She’s going to come to the hospital with us too.” I 
stood and got ready to leave the room. “Everly?” He called out, forcing 
me to turn my attention back to him before I left. “You did really damn 
well here tonight, sweetheart. Thank you.” 

“Sure thing, Aaron.” I turned and left then to go find the guys and let 
them know what was going on. Damn my screaming bladder. I’d just have 


to make it wait a little while longer. As I headed in the direction of the 
meet and greet room I called Deacon. 

“Hello? Everly, what’s up?” He asked before I had the chance to even 
say hello. 

“Deacon, I just found Clay unconscious, foaming at the mouth, and 
with what appeared to be an underage girl he’s had traveling with us 
somehow. Aaron is on top of the situation right now. A paramedic is 
prepping Clay for transport. He still had a heartbeat when I checked, so I 
think that’s good.” 

“Holy shit!” There was the scraping of a chair and what sounded like 
Deacon making apologies to someone in the background. “Okay, I’m 
back, sorry, I had to excuse myself from dinner with the record execs that 
determine whether or not your brother’s band will get a recording 
contract.” 

“Damn,” I muttered. 

“Yeah, well, don’t worry on their account. They can sign without Clay 
on the roster. A base player is easily replaced. It sounds like you did a 
good job getting help in there quietly. Now, fill me in on what you 
actually saw.” 

“T can do you one better and send you a picture. I took a pic in case I 
missed something in the details if the police became involved because of 
the girl.” 

“Good thinking, send it.” I did, and it was obvious the minute he 
looked at it, as he swore repeatedly for a few minutes. “Jesus, Ev, you 
walked in on that scene alone?” 

“Yeah, I got him turned to his side while I talked to Aaron on the phone 
and told him what was going on. He’s taking care of everything.” I 
explained about all the video and photos the girl had on her phone from 
the past couple of days and he swore again. “I gave it to Aaron, and he’s 
deleting everything I didn’t get, but he also said he’s checking into her 
social media accounts, email, and texts to make sure she hadn’t already 
sent copies or uploaded them anywhere.” 

“Okay, Ev. I’m going to hang up with you and call Aaron. Thanks for 
the update and for handling the situation so well. You are worth every 
penny of the nothing we are paying for your internship,” he tried to joke. 


“T promise you this will not go unrecognized though.” 

“Just doing my job, Deacon.” 

“No, this officially puts you above and beyond the job you signed up 
for, and don’t think I’m unaware that it’s you behind all the social media 
the guys have going on these days. I promise you, we will be talking 
about future employment very soon if you still want to work in this 
industry after the shit you’ve dealt with so far on the tour.” With that he 
hung up, presumably to call Aaron. I had learned that when Deacon was 
done talking he didn’t bother with pleasantries, goodbyes, or manners. He 
was just done and moving on to the next thing he had to do. 

As I had been talking to Deacon, I managed to send an emergency alert 
text to the guys letting them know Clay was on his way to the hospital 
with a suspected drug overdose. Chances were, none of them would check 
their phones while they were in the middle of the meet and greet. As I 
was moving down the hall sending out the text to the guys, I ran into a 
warm body, and looked up into the smiling face of Jay Turner. 

“Hey, sweet girl. Did you catch our set tonight?” 

“No,” I answered abruptly. “Are you headed to the meet and greet?” 

“Yeah, I just grabbed a quick shower first,” he hitched his thumb 
toward the dressing room behind him. 

“Okay, well, I’m headed that way, and we probably need to cut the 
festivities short. Clay was just taken to the hospital, suspected overdose.” 

“You're kidding?” He gave me hard look then. “Damn, you’re not. Who 
found him?” 

“T did,” I said as I opened the door to the conference style room they 
had set aside for this event. When I got just inside the door, I held my 
phone up and waved it in the air, pointing at it, until I had all the guys’ 
attention. They caught on and checked their phones as I stood there 
speaking to Mal, the other permanent security guard the guys had on the 
tour. I leaned up as far on my tiptoes as I could while he ducked his six 
feet, four inch frame down to me so I could whisper in his ear. “Clay 
ODed, we need to shut this event down for the night in case the guys 
want to head to the hospital.” 

As I spoke to Mal, the guys from my brother’s band started converging 
on me. They had all read my text. “What’s going on?” My brother asked. 


“Is he okay?” Drew questioned. 

“Is he dead?” Chris asked at the same time. 

“How did you find out?” My brother followed up. 

“Not here,” I told them as I glanced around at all the heads that were 
turning in our direction. “Let’s go meet up back at the bus. Mal is working 
on getting this event shut down and everyone shuffled out.” 

It took about fifteen minutes for everyone to finally meet up back on 
the tour bus, and the guys from The Infinite Everything showed up as 
well. I took a moment to fill everyone in on what happened and then 
stood there in complete and total silence as they all just stared at me. 

“Are you okay?” My brother finally asked as he put his arm around me. 

“T’m fine.” I waved off his concern. “Deacon and Aaron are taking care 
of everything. Aaron asked that we all stick to the busses tonight until we 
get further word from him. Deacon sent a message that said that if Clay 
pulls through he is now in breech of contract. He’ll most likely be sent to 
rehab straight from the ER if everything checks out. He'll be sending a 
base player your way to sub in. Actually, I think he’s sending three to 
meet us at the next tour stop in the morning since it’s not that far from 
here, and we'll have a day of down time so you guys can audition them, 
choose the one you like best, and then get them up to speed before the 
concert the next night.” When I finally stopped to take a breath after 
relaying everything to the guys there was a pregnant pause before they 
started talking over one another. 

“Holy hell,” Drew spat out. “We all knew Clay wasn’t done screwing 
up, but this means any of our time off now will be put to constantly 
training a new bassist.” 

“Fuck!” Chris hissed out. 

“I know most of your shit. If any of them can’t hack it Ican step up and 
help out until you find someone,” Micah offered. 

“Thanks,” my brother said as he clapped his big hand down on Micah’s 
shoulder. “We’ll try to avoid that if we can. Having you sub in will make 
for a really fucking long night for you man.” He snickered then. “Plus, we 
don’t need your brother crapping his pants about us stealing you away, 
because we’re the better band here.” 

Everyone laughed, busting up the seriousness of the situation for a 


moment. That lighthearted moment was broken the minute my text alert 
pinged. “Aaron says Clay is at Mercy Hospital ER. He’s going to live, and 
they’ll be moving him to a recovery room for the night, shortly. He’ll send 
the info along as soon as they have it in case anyone wants to go visit. 
He'll be there for a couple days, and then the label is having him 
transferred into a rehab center.” My nose wrinkled as I read that part. 
“Must be their parting gift to him, because honestly, he’s in breech of 
contract, so they don’t have to do anything but wipe their hands clean at 
this point.” 

“They’re probably making sure he’ll stay quiet about everything once 
he gets cleaned up, especially since you said that girl may have been 
under age.” 

“Speaking of that,” I mutter to myself as I started texting Aaron back. 

A few minutes later another text came in from him. 

Aaron: It seems she was 18. Just turned two weeks ago, but she’d only been 
traveling with the band for three days; so, we’re in the clear there. That’s good 
news. She also stated, on the record, that she was consenting and just freaked 
out when he started to seize and foam at the mouth. 

My phone dinged again with a last text from Aaron. I refused to read it 
out loud, but my brother snatched the phone from me when he saw me 
blush, and he proceeded to read it to everyone anyway. 

Aaron: That was a good thing you did, Little Dawson. Quick thinking, 
assessing possible situations to handle, and cool as ice under pressure. I 
informed Deacon you’re an asset to have on tour, and that he’d be an idiot not 
to extend a more permanent offer for employment when your internship is up. 

My brother looked up at me with such pride that my heart stuttered in 
my chest. Jay had a similar look on his face as my phone dinged again. 

My brother read the new text from Aaron out loud too. 

Aaron: Deacon asked if I thought he was a blind idiot. Then informed me 
we would have been seeing more of him this tour if he hadn’t seen that you 
were more than capable. 

I smiled at that, because I’d just heard the guys wondering out loud 
why Deacon wasn’t around so much during this portion of the tour like he 
had been the last. 

“Way to go, Sis!” My brother handed my phone back while pulling me 


in for a hug. “Look at you running the show, literally!” My smile just 
grew and grew while it finally hit me that I was indeed successfully doing 
the job I’d always wanted to do. 

“Yay me,” I finally managed to choke out amidst everyone’s laughter 
and congratulations. As the members of The Infinite Everything started 
heading out, Jay was the last remaining member. He simply stood there 
smiling at me for a moment. 

“You guys mind if I hang out until our next stop? I have a feeling this 
one is going to be on an adrenaline high and needing company,” he said 
as he grabbed hold of my shoulders and shook me in a gentle, playful 
manner. 

My brother glanced warily in Jay’s direction, while Chris and Drew just 
called out that they were headed to their bunks. “You slumming it on our 
shitty bus to hang with my sister?” 

Jay nodded his agreement. 

“Fine, but...” he walked over and removed Jay’s hands from my 
shoulders. “Hands off or you walk to the next stop.” 

I rolled my eyes at my big brother’s overprotectiveness. “Really, Trav?” 

“Yeah, really,” he answered as he tapped the scars on my arm lightly 
then turned his back and walked to his own bunk. It did not escape my 
notice that he didn’t close his privacy curtains all the way. I rolled my 
eyes once more as I found a comfy spot on the cracked leather couch seat 
where Jay joined me. 

“It’s okay that I stayed, right?” Jay asked as the bus engine revved to 
life. He had obviously missed my brother’s little reminder that Jay 
wanting to spend time with me had been the reason for the injuries I had 
incurred. 

“Of course,” I hopped up and moved over to the fridge. I was pretty 
sure there was something to Jay’s assertion about my adrenaline high. I 
was fidgety as all hell, and amped up way more than normal for me. In an 
effort to have something to do with my hands, as we sat and talked, I 
snagged two of my Sam Adams out of the fridge and handed one to Jay. 
“T think you were right. I couldn’t sleep right now if someone hit me 
upside the head with a bottle of Ambien,” I joked. 

“You know, that’s not how they work,” he laughed. “No wonder you 


can’t get to sleep. You’re supposed to swallow the pills not get beaten by 
the bottle.” 

“Har, har” I mock laughed in his general direction. 

“Seriously,” he started to speak after taking a sip of his beer. “That 
couldn’t have been easy to walk into, considering everything.” 

“Honestly?” I questioned. When he nodded, I continued on. “I just felt 
sorry for him being in that position. I felt nothing but contempt for the 
girl because they’d both done it to themselves, you know?” 

“Yeah, I get that.” 

“T also felt so fucking relieved.” At his questioning look I carried on. “I 
dodged a big bullet with him. I had no clue Clay was spiraling so far 
down the rabbit hole when we started going out. I just feel lucky I was 
there that night to see him so that I didn’t invest any feelings into his 
craziness. It would have been hard if I had.” 

“Believe me, I know. I’m fucking relieved for you.” I knew he must 
have been thinking of Lydia, and I felt bad for him, but also relieved just 
as I was for myself, because Jay deserved so much more than a person 
like her. 

“How long were you two together?” I finally asked. 

“Too long, apparently. We met five years ago when the band was first 
starting to get decent paying gigs. Once we got to make our extended play 
tracks, with all six songs on it originals, we started getting noticed and 
booked a bit more. It was just before everything blew up for us that I 
spotted Lydia, and realized she was a regular at our shows. Eventually, 
we started talking and within a couple months she was all I could think 
about. 

“She knew some radio DJ and got our songs played on air and that was 
when our manager, Miles, heard it and asking about us. We have a lot to 
thank Lydia for, but I wonder now how much of our relationship was ever 
real to her.” He hung his head then. “The whole thing with Dylan and his 
band was just too similar to our own story. Sometimes it’s easier to 
imagine none of it was real to her. Other times it sucks to think that, 
because it was all real to me so that makes me a damn fool.” 

“Nuh-uh. She’s the only fool in that scenario. You were genuine. Lydia 
not being so was her problem, her deficiency, not yours. Lesson learned, 


right? No more crazy bitches seeking recognition through whatever you 
can bring them. I can only assume that was her agenda, since she was on 
the same track with Dylan.” 

“Yeah, so then what was your lesson?” 

“Make better choices!” I laughed. 

He held up his Sam Adams then in a mock toast. “Well, here’s to better 
choices in our futures then. It looks like you’re already well on your way. 
I remember slugging down PBR when we were on a similar bus just 
starting out.” 

“Ew,” I shook my head and made a face of complete disgust. “It is not a 
choice to drink good beer versus the cheap shit. It’s a no brainer. I’d 
rather drink less and enjoy it than endure nastiness.” 

“Nothing wrong with some PBR,” Drew called out from his bunk, 
reminding us that we were not exactly alone or having a private 
conversation. The lack of privacy on the road was definitely something I 
was still trying to get used to. We both laughed anyway. 

“Nothing right with it either,” Jay called back as he moved closer to me 
on the couch and whispered, “Oh, the joys of being on the road. There are 
no secrets, even about beer preference.” His deep chuckle sent goose 
bumps bursting across my skin. When they did, Jay grabbed the fleece 
blanket I left on the back of the couch the night before, and wrapped it 
around my arms. He was completely unaware, apparently, that my 
pimpled gooseflesh had nothing to do with being chilly and everything to 
do with our proximity. I wasn’t about to complain though, as he pulled 
the blanket tight around my shoulders, causing me to shift closer to his 
body. We sat like that for a long while, quiet, and just dwelling in one 
another’s space. 

It was probably the best moment for me so far on the tour. The fact 
that it surpassed my earlier epiphany that I was actually in the middle of 
living my dream, well... that just meant I needed to be extra careful to 
guard my heart. I wasn’t up for letting another rock star break me. I 
couldn’t manage to peel myself away though, because it was too 
comforting to hold on to that warmth and contact in the moment. 

That was how I ended up waking on the band bus’s cracked leather 
couch while wrapped in Jay’s arms. A throat clearing abruptly woke me. 


Granted, the fact that Jay’s arms constricted around me and pulled me 
back closer to his front, contributed to me becoming fully aware of my 
surroundings. 

“Dude, if you grind up on my sister’s ass while I’m standing here, ’ll be 
kicking yours,” my brother hissed out, much to the amusement of the 
other men on the bus. 

“What the hell?” I asked before seeing how entwined Jay and I really 
were together. “Oh, grow up, Trav. We fell asleep talking last night. It’s 
not like you caught me backstage getting nasty with a male groupie or 
something.” 

I felt Jay’s chest rumble against my back as he laughed, before sitting 
us both up, and finally letting me go. Sadly, I missed the warmth of his 
body and the security of his hold, the minute he pulled away. I moved 
quickly so that we were sitting side by side on the couch seats instead of 
me being draped all over his lap as we sat up. While our knees touched, 
the rest of our bodies were no longer in contact, and I couldn’t remember 
ever missing another person’s closeness so much. Unfortunately, it left me 
completely thrown off balance. I wondered silently if he felt the same. 

“T can’t believe we fell asleep on this thing and neither of us ended up 
on the floor,” Jay huffed out on a laugh. 

“Hard for Ev to fall off with the tight ass grip you had on her,” my 
brother commented as I rolled my eyes. 

“Aw, my hero!” I laughed while trying to lighten the mood. “You saved 
me from face planting to the cold, hard floor.” 

“That’s me, the guitar playing, hero single-handedly slaying diabolical 
face-to-cold-floor plans everywhere.” He winked at me as he teased. Then 
he turned his attention back to my brother. “So, I’m assuming we’re at the 
venue?” 

“We rolled up about 30 minutes ago.” Travis handed my phone to me. 
“We’re supposed to be testing out two base players who are meeting us 
here this morning. One of them was apparently in the old band that was 
supposed to open for you guys, but never did when the band went belly 
up. Travis gave Jay a knowing look. “If you want us to nix the guy on 
principal, we can.” 

“Nah. He didn’t do any of that shit. No need to hold it against him 


unless he looks like he’ll follow in their footsteps.” Jay stood then, 
removing the last of our physical contact. “I better head over and check in 
with my own band and see what everyone has going on today. 
Unfortunately, our PA sucks ass.” He pointed to Trav then. “Watch it. 
When her indentured servitude to Deacon is up, we may just snatch your 
sister out from under you to come be our assistant permanently.” With a 
grin and a quick dodge of the beer koozie Travis tossed at his head, Jay 
bounded off the bus leaving me with a plethora of mixed emotions. 

I’m not sure what my brother saw on my face, but it prompted him to 
speak up. “Be careful, Ev.” Trav spoke softly, but the vehemence behind 
his words spoke volumes and pulled me from my thoughts. 

“What?” I asked innocently. 

Travis sighed. “Be careful there. You both just got out of shitty 
situations and being on tour tends to make people feel closer than they 
actually are. It’s more illusion than reality. The reality is that you still live 
in Virginia and he’s from L.A. They are a full country apart, but a world 
away, if you know what I mean.” 

I just nodded my head in silent agreement even though I really didn’t 
agree at all. I was trying to get a job that would either be based in L.A. or 
New York. So, there was a chance we wouldn’t really be a world, or a 
country, away any longer once my internship was up. 

Damn it! What was I telling myself that for? This was just a little crush. 
It would go away. Hell, he was no longer locked down in a relationship. 
No doubt, I’d start witnessing him with groupies backstage if I looked 
closely enough. Seeing that side of him one good time was sure to kill my 
crush. “We better get the guys ready so y’all can meet with the possible 
new bassist,” I finally managed to say as I pulled myself together and 
went to go get ready too. 

“Deacon told me that there would be three meeting us at the next 
destination, I wonder what happened to the other?” I asked out loud as I 
moved to go get ready. My brother didn’t answer, he just shrugged his 
shoulder and grinned at me. 

“See you over there, Sis.” 


8 - THE NEW GUY 


When the rest of the band was finally ready, we were all ushered into a 
special room backstage that had been set up for the bassist auditions. 
Apparently, Deacon and his big wig buddies at the record label had 
managed to get four possible bassists out here to try out, instead of the 
two that were already waiting in the arena for us. The others were locals 
to the area, which made sense since they were last minute additions. 

The first to try out, who was named Thad - of all things - was an okay 
bassist, but couldn’t mesh with the music the rest of the band was 
making. Personally, I thought it was because Thad was half-baked on 
whatever weed he’d gotten a hold of to help with his nerves. We were in 
Colorado, so that theory held merit. 


“Okay, Thad,” I finally said when the guys showed signs of getting 
frustrated. “Aaron is going to escort you to a holding area until the band 
has made their decision. Thanks.” 

“Groovy, man,” He spoke slowly, then did a double take. “Hey are you 
in the band too? I bet you are what we were missing up there. Like an 
angel,” he mumbled as Aaron pulled him from the room. 

“He would be a definite no,” Chris offered while everyone else agreed. 

Aaron came back with a tall, muscular guy who carried his bass in like 
it was an appendage. I smiled because there was just something about 
him with his inky black hair and light eyes that matched his almost 
effortless demeanor. I liked him instantly, and hoped like hell he worked 
well with the band, because his looks and confident swagger would 
definitely play well with the fans 

“And who are you?” I asked the question sweetly. 

He glanced up at me then, taken aback somewhat. “Oh, I wasn’t aware 
there was a female in the band,” his deep baritone resonated with me 
long after the last word left his plump lips. 

“Is that a problem?” I asked politely. 

“Nah, just caught me off guard, I guess.” 

“Well, I’m just their personal assistant,” I explained. 

“And my little sister, so she’s hands off,” my brother added, while 
everyone else in the room laughed at his quick response. 

“Noted,” the man offered in a no nonsense tone. 

“Can you tell us your name, and a little about yourself, as well as any 
experience you have so we can keep track of who we’re seeing today?” 

“Sure. Name’s David Anderson. Friends call me Dave. ’m 24-years-old. 
I was with Seduction & Sacrifice, the band that would have been opening 
for The Infinite Everything had my bandmates not all gone off the rails.” 
The last statement was said with a huff of indignation that I could 
understand. He was so close to living the dream only to have it yanked 
away because of something someone else did. “Not that I didn’t see the 
train wreck coming, but I had hoped with the promise of a tour on the 
horizon they’d keep their shit together. It didn’t happen. I’m guessing you 
guys know a little something about that too since I’m here for an audition 
mid-tour. So, if you’re still willing to test this out, I’m all for it.” 


“Lucky for us that they didn’t get their shit together,” Drew added 
good-naturedly. 

David grinned back at him. “Hopefully, lucky for me too.” That 
beautiful smile of his was something to be appreciated. He had straight, 
white teeth, and a full, pouty bottom lip that was just tempted you and 
made you want to suck on it. The sharp, stubble-lined jaw made it all 
stand out that much more. The female fans would be all over him if he 
were added to the lineup. “Seriously though, congrats on getting the spot 
and doing more with it. I’ve heard some of your stuff on the radio back 
home. Actually, I started fiddling around with playing to it before I came 
out here, so maybe I can give you a good show with your own stuff.” Oh 
yeah, I liked this guy for the band. He’d fit really well. Now, I had to 
cross my fingers and hope his playing matched the rest of the package. 

As soon as he started playing, goose bumps sprouted all up and down 
my arms. I never had a great poker face so I didn’t attempt to stop the 
smile from spreading clear across my face as the guys joined Dave and 
made beautiful music together. I knew we had two more people to 
audition, but honestly my money was already on Dave. 

The guys went through with the other two auditions, so as not to make 
the other guys think they’d wasted their time coming out today, but it 
was a unanimous, unequivocal decision that Dave was getting the spot. 
The implosion of his band and the downslide of Fourth Down’s last bassist 
seemed to prove serendipitous for everyone. They played like they 
belonged together all along. I wasn’t sure about the whole soulmates 
theory where love was concerned, but if there was something similar for 
people who belonged in a band together, these guys were it. 


I stood in my usual spot in the wings and watched as Dave, the new 
bassist, played seamlessly alongside the rest of Fourth Down that night. 
He looked like he’d been playing with them all along as I filmed them 
with my phone to send quick clips to Deacon so he could pass them along 
to the studio. A hand closed in around my hip as I was working on 
recording some more video. Normally, I would have gone into panic 


mode, but I recognized the manly, shower-fresh scent as belonging to Jay 
a moment before I glanced over my shoulder to verify it was him. “Wow,” 
he whisper-shouted into my ear. “He works perfectly with them.” 

“I know, you should have seen them at the audition. It was like 
watching magic happen,” I yelled back. Then we both stood there and 
took in the show for a while. It wasn’t lost on me that Jay never once 
removed his hand from my hip until he leaned in and told me he had to 
go get ready to go on with his band. I smiled as he squeezed my hip 
reassuringly before letting go and wandering off to get geared up for The 
Infinite Everything’s performance. Just as had happened that morning, I 
missed his absence the minute he was no longer connected to me 
physically. It was almost like I could still feel the ghost of his touch alight 
on my skin, but I was missing the warmth that shot little electrical 
impulses through my body. What in the hell was happening to me? Jay 
was a friend, and getting involved with him, especially when he was on 
the rebound and we were stuck on tour together, was not going to 
happen. I couldn’t let it. 

Before long, Fourth Down brought their last song in their set to a close, 
and promised the crowd a good time with The Infinite Everything. My 
face had to be one giant perma-grin as the guys made their way off stage. 
“Holy shit, you guys were phenomenal! That was your best show yet!” I 
was yelling excitedly, but I didn’t care. “Dave, you are perfect for them. 
Seriously, I hope you like the band, because we’re not letting you go 
now.” I knew I had no business speaking for them about adding a 
permanent member, but I could tell they felt it too. 

“Exactly what my sister said. Man, I had no idea what we were missing 
before. Clay filled a hole, but you add the missing dimension to the band, 
man. I definitely hope you like us enough to stick around.” 

The other guys were voicing their agreements as David finally spoke 
up. “So, it wasn’t just me feeling that magic on stage then?” His smile 
widened. “I’m not going anywhere. That was exhilarating. Hell, it’s been 
so long since I’ve played with a band that wasn’t half drunk or loaded 
that I honestly forgot what a band that meshes well sounded like.” 

“Okay, well, we have a few things to go over with you then, and I'll get 
Deacon and the team on the contracts for the rest of the tour. Hopefully, 


signing for a recording contract will follow, since the guys have met all 
the milestones the record label asked them to meet.” We sat in the 
dressing room, the guys used pre-show, while they took turns cleaning up 
in the one shower. “First thing’s first, we have a tour wide rule about 
groupies. They are not allowed on the busses. No exceptions. The rule 
was enforced by both bands, so if you’re into getting action from groupies 
do it here before you leave, or on the nights we get booked into hotels. 
Those nights are few and far between since Fourth Down isn’t officially 
signed yet.” 

“Seriously? There’s a no groupie rule for all the buses?” Dave asked. 

The guys groaned, obviously expecting problems. “Will that be an issue 
for you?” My brother asked. 

“Hell, no! Not at all. I was actually thinking of my sister. When I was 
supposed to be playing this tour with my old band, she was supposed to 
come with us as our merch girl, but I had been worried about having her 
travel on the bus with that shit. I think its cool you guys have that rule up 
front. I know it’s not necessarily being followed on the roadie bus, so...” 

“If you get to the point where you feel comfortable enough with us we 
don’t mind your sister tagging along for a couple shows. Obviously, we’ll 
have to see if its okay with the tour organizers on overseas dates, but...” 

“Thanks, I appreciate that. Chelle’s the only family I have left, so I hate 
having to worry about her being in sketchy places when I’m not around to 
protect her,” he started saying and looked a little funny as he did. 

“I get it man,” Travis told him. “My sister is a tag-a-long too.” He 
laughed while ruffling my hair. 

“Hush your mouth. You’d forget where your clothes were if I wasn’t 
along for the trip. Speaking of, Deacon says he’ll be out tomorrow night 
to watch the show and bring the contracts. I sent him some video from 
tonight and he’s excited about adding Dave to the lineup. More 
importantly, he says the guys over at Masters Records are excited too.” 

“Great, sounds like it’s all settled then,” Travis exclaimed as he jumped 
up. “I’m gonna change into dry clothes and get ready for the meet and 
greet. You guys doing it again tonight?” Travis asked the other members 
of his band. They all agreed and I wished them well, telling them all I was 
headed to the bus instead. I knew I had an early morning since Deacon 


would be around. I had to get him to sign off on my paperwork for 
school, as well as being there when the guys looked over the contracts 
being presented to them. In just a couple more weeks, I’d officially be a 
graduate, and hopefully have a full time, paying job working under 
Deacon or someone like him.” Somehow, knowing the types of sharks that 
swam in the waters of this industry, I felt as though I should be extremely 
glad Deacon was the one to become my mentor. 


The lovely smell of fresh brewed caramel macchiato woke me from a 
dream where I was being chased by a giant panda for trying to steal her 
cute little cub. Ugh. “No more YouTube videos of cuddly creatures before 
bed,” I grumbled to myself only to be greeted by laughter. I cracked open 
an eye to see Jay standing there holding two cups of coffee in his big 
paws. 

“Are the cute and cuddly creatures haunting your dreams then?” He 
asked as he thrust one of the cups full of heaven my way. 

“Ugh,” I responded in cave-girl grunt mode. “Giant panda mom was 
seriously pissed when I stole her baby for a cuddle.” I took my first sip of 
bliss as Jay nearly pissed himself laughing at my explanation of what my 
‘nightmare’ entailed. “Not that I don’t appreciate this,” I tipped my cup in 
his direction. “But what are you doing here so early?” 

“I was up anyway, and I was worried about you because you weren’t 
with the guys last night. After the meet and greet everyone went to a 
nearby bar and...” 

“What?” I yelped in alarm as I got up. “Shit! I knew I shouldn’t have 
left them alone. Not even for precious extra sleep,” I grumbled. “Deacon 
and some bigwig from the studio will be here today. I need them all in 
top form, not dragging ass from hangovers.” I groaned into my hands as I 
hung my poor, sleep-deprived head. 

When I looked back up Jay winced. “That bad, huh?” He simply 
nodded his head at my question. “We had to help carry Chris and Travis 
back. The new guy and Drew weren’t as bad,” he started to add but the 
droop in his shoulders told me they weren’t much better either. He looked 


at me oddly then and shrugged. “The new guy demanded we take him to 
the roadie bus where he’s been staying. Kept mumbling about how he 
couldn’t leave her alone.” 

“Great,” I muttered. “I wonder if he dragged a groupie back thinking 
we wouldn’t care if it was on that bus.” Jay tapped out something on his 
phone, and informed me that Evan was going to rouse Dave and bring 
him to the bus. 

Once Jay and I were certain all three of the guys were awake, I started 
in on making a breakfast of scrambled eggs, microwave bacon, toast, and 
coffee for the guys in the shittiest, tiniest little kitchen known to band 
busses everywhere. Then, we waited for Dave to join us. “Remind me 
never to attempt to live in an efficiency apartment. I don’t think I could 
manage cooking on a hotplate,” I joked. 

“You like to cook?” Jay asked as he started buttering some toast. 
Honestly, I wasn’t even certain we had any butter up to that point I was 
just going to feed it to the guys dry. It would serve them right for getting 
wasted last night. 

“T love to bake, but I only cook out of necessity,” I corrected his 
assumption. 

“She’s a good cook though,” my brother chimed in as he sat, all smiles, 
at the rinky-dink little area that was supposed to look like a table. “She 
doesn’t like to do it, because she hates cleaning up the mess afterwards.” 
His smile diminished slightly as he rubbed at his temples. 

“Ah, I see. Well, the rule of thumb in my house was if someone cooked, 
everyone else cleaned,” Jay told us. 

“That would have been a dream. My mom never made butt-wipe there 
do anything after she found him disposing of her favorite dishes 
whenever it was his turn to do them, and they required more than 
minimal effort to get clean.” 

“Don’t blame me, because you weren’t smart enough to scam out of 
doing it too,” Travis offered with a shrug of his shoulders. I noticed the 
wince that followed the motion before he dropped his hangover-heavy 
head into his hands. 

“You know what?” Drew asked, as he joined my brother at the table. “I 
can’t believe this, but I don’t really have a hangover.” 


“You can thank Mags for that. She made you eat, drink a bottle of 
water, and take some Motrin before we tucked your ass in your bunk last 
night. This one,” he pointed at Travis, “Refused to eat or take anything so 
he gets to suffer through breakfast.” Jay explained while laughing at my 
brother’s pain. 

Once all four of the band members were present, seated, and I had 
dished out their portions of breakfast, I dropped the bomb on them. “I 
hope you all had a lot of fun last night. I remember telling you, before I 
took off to get some sleep, that Deacon would be coming in today.” I 
waited for them to acknowledge this. “Well, he’s bringing Richard Price 
with him, so I hope you’re over last night’s shenanigans before they want 
to see you all perform together.” 

“What?” My brother yelped while dropping a fork full of egg, and 
simultaneously grabbing his head and groaning. 

“Oh shit,” Drew chimed in. 

“Richard Price? For real?” Chris asked. 

Richard Price was the deciding factor on whether the boys got signed to 
a recording deal or not. What he saw from them today could make or 
break things. Just as I nodded, there was a knock on the bus door. I 
walked over and was surprised to see Deacon standing there. He waved 
me out to talk without the band hanging around. 

“Hey, I just wanted to go over some things that will be happening 
today and make sure the guys were up for it. I just overheard the drivers 
talking about the late night everyone had.” 

“Yeah, everyone but me. The one night I tried to get some rest,” I rolled 
my eyes. “Sorry, but they’re all up and eating. Mags took good care of 
them last night, so I think the only one with a real hangover issue this 
morning is Trav, and that’s his own stubborn fault.” 

“Good,” he said and then just stood there for a moment. That’s when I 
realized he was eavesdropping on the guys. I’d opened some windows 
since I was cooking, making it easier for Deacon to overhear them. 

“So what exactly are you doing on our bus again this morning?” Travis 
was asking someone - it could only be Jay, because everyone else 
belonged there. 

“Figured she’d need help with everyone’s hangovers this morning. I 


brought coffee and helped her wake the lot of you grumpy bastards up, 
and got you all shoved into the shower.” 

“Shit, I thought I only dreamed about getting a shower,” Travis 
commented. There was a slight pause and then, “I guess that explains the 
damp hair.” 

“Dude, I know you didn’t want her along in the beginning, but I don’t 
know what we’d do without Everly,” Chris told my brother. 

“Honestly, I thought she’d just be a flighty mess and get in the way. 
Plus, you know, being a cock block since she’d be on the bus with us and 
in our space.” 

“Seriously, man?” Drew asked. “How could you ever think that? Everly 
has always worked hard for us behind the scenes, acting as a roadie, and 
hell, getting us gigs when we were first starting to get serious after your 
injury. Why the hell would you think she’d be a flighty mess?” At least 
Drew had noticed and appreciated my efforts before the tour. It hurt to 
hear what my brother thought of me though. 

“T don’t know. I guess because my parents were always in my ear, 
worried about her, that I just always thought the same way. They always 
said that she’d never be able to understand the people she worked for, or 
make sure they were living the good life because she didn’t know 
anything about living life herself. My sister was always too uptight and 
wotried about school to have fun, and how the hell can you take care of 
hedonistic, rock star, bastards if you don’t know the first thing about 
fun?” 

Seriously? That’s what my family thought of me? I put my hand to my 
chest, and rubbed there over the spot that seemed to be taking my breath 
away. 

“Are you kidding me right now?” Chris yelled in my defense. “Why 
weren’t you telling them about how helpful she’s always been when she 
had time for us?” 

“I don’t know?” It was probably meant to be a statement, but my 
brother’s words came out as more of a question. “Maybe, I didn’t see what 
you guys did. I mean, to me it was just my annoying little sister trying to 
tag along.” He let out an awkward laugh then. “Let’s be honest, what does 
she really do here for us? Make us eat breakfast and send us a schedule 


that Deacon could send directly?” 

“Are you fucking serious right now?” I heard Jay snap at Travis. “Do 
you know who is here today? Not just Deacon, but Richard Price. As in, 
the ticket to your recording contract Richard Price. Your sister made that 
happen yesterday, when she stood in the wings filming your asses and 
then sending videos out. She woke your ungrateful butt up; made sure 
you were hydrated, showered, fed, and medicated so you’d be functional 
today. I’m pretty sure she’s the driving force behind your social media 
doing so fucking well — better than The Infinite Everything’s was doing 
half way into our second tour - while we’re bullshitting. Have you seen 
your own Instagram lately?” He must have pulled his phone out to show 
them because there was a moment’s lull as they looked. 

“Holy shit!” Chris hissed out. “We have almost 150,000 followers!” 

“We already had a record deal, and a full tour under our belts, before 
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we had that many followers for ourselves, you ingrates!” Jay’s voice was 
raised, just this side of yelling, as he spoke to them. “You don’t even 
know how much she’s helped you guys because you take it all for 
granted. Maybe, you should ask her to show you the pictures of how she 
found Clay the night he overdosed. She kept her cool when just seeing the 
picture freaked me the hell out. Ev managed to make sure everything 
would be okay, not only for him, but also for you guys. I don’t know what 
kind of sibling blinders you have on when it comes to Everly, but you 
might want to take them off and start appreciating her. If you get a record 
deal now, it’s only partly because of your talent, but mostly because that 
annoying little cock-block of a sister you have, is out there making 
mediocre ass-wipes like yourselves look good. Your old bassist was 
holding you back, and she did you a favor there too.” 

A minute later, I watched as Jay stormed off the bus and headed for the 
venue, probably where he thought I’d be. Deacon had his arm wrapped 
around my shoulder and handed me a tissue at some point when I hadn’t 
even realized I’d been crying. 

“Come here,” he pulled me further into his very solidly muscled chest. 
“IT know that was tough to hear, but it’s good you did. These bands all 
have major egos. They won’t appreciate you, or what you do for them, 
most of the time. Here’s what you need to understand though, I will 


personally know what you’re doing. Your record speaks for itself. These 
guys don’t function without on-site handlers. You’re doing better than my 
last three assistants all put together. Seriously.” 

“Thanks,” I managed to get out amidst my sniffles. I heard my brother 
hiss out, “Shit!” Then multiple footsteps were headed my way. I glanced 
up from Deacon’s hold to see him glaring over my shoulder. 

“T have the presence of mind to get Richard, and head back to the jet, 
and just forget we were ever here with an offer today.” The boys’ forward 
momentum was halted by Deacon’s words. “I won’t do that though, 
because it would be a slap in the face to your PA, who helped you earn 
the benchmarks needed to impress Richard. I suggest apologies and 
groveling later.” He hesitated when he felt me flinch. “Much later, after 
Everly has been given some space to digest how you really feel about 
her.” He laughed out humorlessly then. “Actually, maybe you should wait 
until after you lavish her with flowers, cupcakes, or whatever else would 
make her happy.” Deacon then kissed the top of my head and gently 
pushed me a little further away from him. “You are the fuckin’ rock star 
here, don’t let anyone tell you otherwise.” 

After that, Deacon took off, headed to the venue. “You boys have a 
meeting with Mr. Price in 45 minutes. Same room the meet and greet was 
in last night, don’t be late,” he called over his shoulder without missing a 
step. Then he stopped and turned to face me again. “Oh, and if Everly 
decides not to come with you to the meeting, things probably won’t go 
well at all.” 

I moved beyond the guys without saying a word. I needed to get past 
them, grab my tablet, and go set up for the meeting I just found out 
about. I couldn’t believe my brother just thought of me as some annoying 
pest he had to deal with. That sucked to hear. It was kind of nice that Jay 
and Deacon had both stood up for me though. I guess Chris and Drew did 
too, in their own way. My own brother, and maybe my parents, thought I 
was a useless waste of space though. I couldn’t lie to myself. That 
revelation hurt more than I would ever admit to anyone. 

I snagged my tablet, tossing it in my canvas tote bag that I slung across 
my body. Then I grabbed a cold water bottle from the fridge and traded 
out my flip flops for my tennis shoes that I couldn’t find this morning. 


They had been lost in the plethora of loose clothing the guys had dropped 
all over the bus last night when they came in plastered and 
uncoordinated. 

As I was tying up my sneakers my brother’s shoes came into view. “Ev, 
can we talk?” His tone was gentle and possibly a little remorseful. 

“No time. You guys have about 30 minutes to get your asses over there 
and meet with Richard Price. I suggest you get moving now. To be on 


1” 


time is to be late. Get there early!” I stood and moved beyond all the guys 
who were watching me with pity in their eyes. I couldn’t deal with them 
right now so I ignored them and made my way over to the venue. I was 
aware that they walked off the bus behind me, and stayed only a few 


paces back, as I basically power walked the entire way. 


When I entered the room that would be used for our meeting, the 
somewhat heated looking conversation taking place between Deacon and 
Richard Price came to an abrupt halt. “I’m sorry,” I stated as I began back 
peddling out of the room. “I should have knocked.” 

Deacon stood. “No, it’s fine, Everly. Come in and take a seat.” Deacon 
indicated the seat immediately to his left. To his right sat Mr. Price and 
across from them, on the other side of the long, white, rectangular table 
sat four empty chairs. There was one for each of the Fourth Down 
members. Nothing more was said as everyone finally entered the room 
and took their seats. 

“Gentlemen, let’s get down to business.” Deacon was no-nonsense as he 
pulled a tablet out of a bag at his side. He then queued up a video and hit 
play as soon as the guys were all seated and paying attention. 

“Everly shot some video for us yesterday. She did this both during 
auditions and from the wings as you performed. I agreed, as did Richard, 
with her assessment that you four have a pretty magical chemistry 
together. So, ’'m going to assume the three of you would like Mr. 
Anderson to stick around?” 

“No question, he was our missing piece,” my brother responded 
without hesitation. 


“So it seems,” Mr. Price added. 

“Okay then,” Deacon spoke as he picked out a paper packet that 
included a contract for Dave. “What we have here is a contract for the 
remainder of the U.S. and world tour with The Infinite Everything. We'll 
need you to look over those papers and sign them. If you need to have 
your lawyer go over it again, you can, but it’s the same contract you 
signed with your other band. The only change, of course, being the band 
name you’re touring with. It’s the same contract the other members of 
Fourth Down signed as well.” 

“While you’re signing that, I’ll take over for a bit,” Mr. Price stated 
while reaching into his own briefcase. “It’s very rare that we try to take 
on a band who is only loosely represented by an agent. I understand Miles 
Turner has been sniffing around you guys, since he reps The Infinite 
Everything?” The guys all nodded their heads. “Okay, well this is our 
label’s offer. You can show him a copy, as well as your lawyers, and get 
back to us in about a week or so. I can tell you now, we very rarely make 
changes to contracts, but if you can think of any additional riders you 
might need, extra staff that you want dedicated to your band, whatever, 
let us know now, because it’s the only caveat I’m willing to make for 
you.” 

Deacon stiffened beside me and I had an inkling that Mr. Price meant 
for my brother to speak up and add me in as “extra staff”. His shoulders 
visibly relaxed as my brother grinned huge and said, “Everything looks 
good at first glance, but we’ll get back to you as soon as we have them 
looked over by our lawyer.” 

“Of course,” Mr. Price steepled his fingers together, propping his chin 
with them as he eyed my brother closely. “So, I take it that you don’t 
want to add any extra staff to the contracts?” Mr. Price reaffirmed curtly. 
My brother just shook his head and continued grinning down at the 
paperwork in front of him. 

“Since what I assumed would happen didn’t, I turn things back over to 
Deacon and Ms. Dawson.” 

Deacon turned to me then. “Ev, I have to say, I was hesitant to go 
through with your internship, and even more so after the issues with Clay 
a while back, but you have proved you were far more than capable. You 


have both met and exceeded my expectations so far this tour. As you 
know, Greg Divos has been working as the Tour Manager’s Assistant to 
the members of The Infinite Everything. Unfortunately, Greg sucks at 
wrangling the Stone brothers so I’m going to swap your positions around 
for a bit. ’m doing it in part to piss Greg off and make him work harder 
to keep his position with my company, but also to test you with a band 
that you haven’t been close to for years.” 

“Wait, what?” Travis spoke up. Meanwhile, I was grinning ear to ear. 
“You can’t pull Everly from us,” my brother all but shouted. 

“And why not? She works for me, not you. We just heard how under 
appreciated she is with the lot of you. What do you care?” 

“Ev, I’m sorry for what I said. I’m your brother; I was blind and took for 
granted all the stuff you did, because you’re so damn good at it that I 
didn’t realize it was all on you. I’m so fuckin’ sorry. Please, don’t run 
away from us because I was a jackass.” 

My normally calm demeanor took a side seat to my temper then. “First 
of all, Travis, ’'m not running away from anything. I was just offered a 
transfer, an honestly what sounds a lot like a promotion to me, and most 
people too. You know, going from the no-name opening act to the real 
deal, and all.” He flinched at my direct hit to his ego. “That just means 
someone noticed my good work and was trying to reward me for it. How 
dare you act like I requested to run away because you hurt my feelings?” 

“You know he’d let you stay if you asked,” my brother pleaded. 

I laughed. “You’re an idiot” I huffed the words out, feeling flustered 
and frustrated. “You were just given the opportunity to make sure I 
stayed with your band, and you passed it up. Why would I request any 
different now when you didn’t want to fight to keep me five minutes 
ago?” 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Your sister is talking about the fact that I gave you the opportunity to 
add additional staff to your contract a few minutes ago, and instead of 
asking to add her as your permanent, contractually obligated, personal 
assistant you told me everything looked good.” 

Travis sat his butt back down in his chair looking sick to his stomach 
and all around green. “I didn’t even think,” he all but whispered. 


“And that’s the point in me moving Everly to work with a different 
band, one that has already requested her presence should things not work 
out with your band, or for future tours. Maybe, you really are dumb 
enough not to realize all she does for you. Maybe, its because you two are 
family and you’re used to taking advantage of her helpfulness. I don’t 
know why you’d be idiotic enough to let her slip out of your hands, but I 
allowed Richard, against my better judgment, to give you the chance to 
speak up for her before I offered her a new position. You didn’t speak up 
for her.” Deacon turned to the other guys then. “And, just to clarify, none 
of you bothered to ask for her as a full time PA either. So, starting 
tomorrow, Greg and Everly will be swapping bands and we'll all see how 
that works out for everyone involved.” 

“Ev,” my brother sighed. “Just tell him, ‘no’.” 

“T work for Deacon, Travis. He signs the paperwork for my internship 
and graduation. I go where he tells me. The only people who had the 
power to stop my transfer didn’t. Now, you get to live with it.” 

I looked at Deacon then. “Are we done here, now?” 

“We are. Why don’t you go pack your things and I’ll have Aaron come 
move you to the other bus?” Deacon offered while I nodded my okay, got 
up, and left the room. As soon as I was out the door Jay pounced on me. 

“Ts it true?” 

“Ts what true?” 

“Are you coming to work for us?” 

“It would seem so,” I told him solemnly. 

“Well damn, I had hoped for a little more excitement,” Jay mock 
pouted. 

“Yeah, well my brother just had the option to give me my first real 
paying gig on contract with the band as their PA and he didn’t do it. So, 
my own brother didn’t want to hire me. Maybe, you shouldn’t be so 
excited.” I hated myself a little bit for the pity party that seemed to be 
taking place inside of me. Still, I couldn’t get over how much it hurt to 
hear both the conversation that had taken place earlier, and to be left out 
altogether when it came down to contracts. 

I hadn’t seen the Stone brothers who had walked up behind me. “Your 
brother is a dumbass, and we are all happy to have you, especially Mags. 


Now, she won’t be the only chick on the bus,” Jeremiah offered with a 
laugh. 

“Oh. I forgot I’d get to bunk with Mags.” I started jumping around on 
my toes. “Now, I am excited. We can do mani-pedis and hair days, and oh 
the fun with makeup and talking about boys!” My hyper-excited, faux 
giddiness had both Micah and Jeremiah backing up with wild-eyed 
expressions as I started laughing. “You should see your faces!” 

“That was mean,” Jay laughed out behind me. 

“Sorry. I couldn’t resist. A little new PA hazing of the band and 
whatnot.” 

“Aren’t we supposed to be the ones hazing the new PA?” Micah asked. 

“Y’m not a normal PA, so it doesn’t work that way with me.” 

“That’s for sure. Well, let’s go get you all straightened out before we’re 
all too busy to help,” Jeremiah suggested. 


9 —- REINVENTING THE WHEEL 


As soon as Deacon helped me disconnect my devices from my brother’s 
band and upload, login, and download all of The Infinite Everything’s 
stuff I realize what a chore this was going to be. “Holy hell,” I muttered. 
“That’s a lot!” Deacon just laughed. 

“Welcome to the difference between opening bands and headliners, 
sweetheart. Honestly, punishing your brother and teaching him a lesson 
were only a small part of why I wanted to move you. I wanted you to get 
this experience, and it’s a test to see how well you handle it.” 

“No pressure or anything,” I tossed out sarcastically. 

“There will always be pressure in this industry. Now, let’s see what you 
do with it. I’m flying back out to L.A. with Richard tomorrow. You'll be 


on your own, but I’m only a phone call away, as always. I’d tell you to ask 
Greg if you have any issues, but he was demoted for a reason.” Deacon 
laughed at my wide-eyed, deer in the headlights, expression. “You'll do 
fine. Honestly, I think you were born for this job, and if all goes the way I 
expect it to, I'll be handing you your own employment contract when I 
see you again.” 

That bit of news had me giddy with anticipation. I wondered 
momentarily who I’d end up working for when all was said and done. 
“Thank you, I hope so,” I managed to choke out around the thick emotion 
that tried desperately to hold onto my words. It felt like if I thanked him, 
all of the goodness would just poof away. 

“I probably won’t see you again before we head out. Good luck, kid. 
Call or text if you need anything, I mean it. Don’t hesitate, but honestly, I 
don’t think you will. I have full confidence in your abilities. You have 
this.” 

“Sure,” I bobbed my head up and down in agreement even as my 
stomach flip-flopped with the nerves that were doing battle in there. 
“This is no different than working for Fourth Down.” I tried to convince 
myself. “Just more,” and with that thought, my appointment reminder on 
my calendar dinged a 45 minute warning for the band’s interview with a 
local entertainment reporter. They should already know, but since Deacon 
had explained that Greg hadn’t been doing a good job of wrangling them, 
I couldn’t take that for granted. I sent out a mass text to the band. 

Everly: 30 minutes to get your asses to conference room C in the arena. 
Interview with local reporter, Kevin Archilles. 

Micah: Greg said we had to be there at 11:30? 

Everly: Greg was demoted for a reason. Get moving! 

Jeremiah: Who is this? 

Everly: Everly. Your new PA. Embrace it! © 

Mags: LoL you tell ‘em girl. Be there in 15. 

Jay: Already here, and waiting, slackers! 

Micah: Kiss ass! 

Jay: Nah, best view in the house over here. 

I glanced up from the last text, to see Jay was staring at me. “Good job 
telling them to get here earlier than necessary. That way when they think 


they’re late, they’re really on time.” 

“Well, duh!” I stated with a dramatic eye roll. “I still can’t believe 
Deacon swapped Greg out for me.” 

“I can. You were too good for Fourth Down. No offense to them, but 
newer bands are easier to manage. Greg wasn’t good enough to hang with 
us. His previous position didn’t have him on the road. I don’t think all the 
travel agrees with the guy. He’ll probably rethink assisting touring bands 
in the future.” 

“I guess I can see how this life wouldn’t be for everyone.” I admitted, 
even though I thrived in the chaos of backstage as the crew buzzed 
around us like busy little bees. They were shoving things here and there, 
yelling at one another, and making quick work of a stage set up that 
looked like it should take days to rig up instead of hours. 

I glanced back down to check and see what was coming up next after 
the band’s interview. There was an in-house, catered lunch until two 
o’clock. Soundcheck was at 4:30pm and then they had to be onstage by 
9:30pm. “Seems like today is actually a light day for you guys. Just the 
one interview here at the arena.” Upon glancing further into the schedule 
I noted things would get super busy soon though. “The next three days 
won't be so laid back. Travel day tomorrow, then two on-air radio 
interviews back-to-back the following day before soundchecks, plus a 
meet and greet afterward.” My voice trailed off as I saw who would be 
there on the third night. Apparently, a special guest act had been billed. 

“Oh my God!” I gulped out. 

Rich, full-bodied laughter belted out of Jay then. “What’s so funny?” 
Mags asked as she walked up. 

“T’m guessing she just got to the part in our schedule about our special 
guest playing with us this weekend.” 

“You knew?” I shrieked. 

Jay nodded his head while Mags started laughing. “Of course we knew. 
Evan set it up. John Dormier is his Uncle. Nobody else is supposed to 
know though, so no spilling the beans to your brother and the guys. We 
wanted to surprise them without freaking them out and messing up their 
set.” 

“But Valhalla Rising will be here,” I whispered-shouted. “Holy shit! The 


guys worship them!” 

“We know. It’s why we convinced them to come do a show with us. 
Travis and Chris were drooling over our stories of opening for them on 
our first tour. We’ve been trying to work out a date they could join us.” 

“It’s perfect timing too,” Mags laughed. “It can be our apology for 
stealing away their PA. Any day now they'll realize the difference 
between Ev and Greg.” 

“Maybe you should hold off judgment just yet. I could still screw up 
royally. I mean, your schedules actually have more than soundcheck and 
get on stage in them.” 

“Oh please,” Jeremiah said as he joined our little huddle. “I heard you 
hooked them up with a couple interviews of their own so far too. That 
isn’t even your job. It would be their agent’s job to get that shit done if 
they’d just sign with Miles already.” 

“T think they are planning on doing that after talking with Mr. Price.” 

“So, Dick offered them a contract then?” Evan asked as he too joined 
the group with Micah in tow. I glanced at my tablet and noted the entire 
band was present and accounted for, a full 18 minutes before their 
interview. It made me smile. 

“See Richard, I told you she’d do amazing things with them. Not only 
are they all here, but they’re early too.” I heard Deacon’s praise before I 
even saw him coming down the hall. 

“I see that. You better get that one under contract before someone else 
scoops her up. Lucky she begged for the non-existent internship, huh?” 
Richard chuckled at the look on Deacon’s face. 

“It wasn’t luck,” Deacon disagreed. “She was drawn in by my 
magnetism, and a strong innate desire to learn from the best.” Deacon 
tossed a wink my way as they continued on down the hall. 

Jay tossed his arm over my shoulder and pulled me in for a hug. 
“Congrats on wrapping literally everyone around your little finger, Ev.” 

The band laughed as they filed into the conference room for their 
interview with Kevin, who ended up being five minutes late. 

“We have a few hours before the buses take off after the show, so we’re 
all going out and hitting up a club not far from the venue,” Micah told me 
after their interview was over. 


“Okay, well be sure to be back before the buses are scheduled to roll 
out. I’'d hate to have to come drag you all back kicking and screaming like 
a bunch of toddlers.” They all looked at me oddly. 

“You will be out with us already, genius,” Micah huffed out on a loud 
laugh. 

“We’re celebrating you being part of our team tonight, Ev.” Jay added. 

“Oh!” It was all my pea-sized brain could manage just then. There were 
moments when my life hit me like a sledgehammer of reality upside the 
head. Not only was I touring with The Infinite Everything, but I was also 
their PA, and their friend. Fuck me, but my life had changed drastically 
over the past couple months. “Of course I’ll go. Sorry. Just sometimes, my 
reality seems a bit dreamlike and I have to pinch myself to make sure I’m 
awake.” 

Micah laughed again. “Ill do the pinching for you, if you need it, 
sweetheart.” His flirty tone was accompanied by a charmingly lascivious 
grin. 

I felt, more than heard, a growl rumble up from Jay’s chest as he pulled 
me in tighter to his side. “We’ve all been there, Ev. Those oddly surreal 
moments when your dreams become your reality are crazy cool even 
while they’re discombobulating.” 

“Living the dream,” Jeremiah sing-songed into the hall. “Now, point me 
to craft services. I seem to remember something on today’s agenda about 
a catered lunch?” I laughed and explained where they had set up for the 
day. We didn’t always have a catered buffet at tour stops and I assumed it 
was only here today because Richard Price was here trying to get my 
brother’s band to sign with him. I wasn’t as blown over by the hype of 
obtaining a first recording contract like the guys were so I could see that 
they had already met and exceeded the benchmarks necessary. My 
brother’s band had options for who to sign with now, whether they 
realized it or not. Considering I was currently still miffed at my brother’s 
behavior concerning his sister, and former PA, I wasn’t exactly in the 
mood to have a talk with him about his options though. I’d leave that up 
to whichever agent they chose to deal with. 

Walking into the room set up for our lunch put a halt to any further 
thought as I immediately began salivating over the aroma. “We died and 


went to food heaven,” I moaned blissfully to a room full of snickering 
idiots. 

“IT knew it wouldn’t take you long to find the food, Ev.” My brother 
called out from where he and his bandmates were gorging themselves on 
what looked like pure yumminess. 

“Is that Tiramisu?” I asked the woman on the other side of the table. 
She smiled and nodded. “Gimme, please!” My polite words were lost in 
the demanding tone as once again everyone laughed at my expense. I did 
not care. Not. At. All. I had been surviving off cheap diner food, fast food, 
pop tarts, and cup o’ noodles for weeks. This was a full on Italian buffet, 
complete with my favorite dessert. 

“Tiramisu, huh?” Jay asked. 

“My favorite,” I told him needlessly as I swiped my finger through the 
creamy goodness while the ladies worked to add chicken Parmesan and 
garlic buttered noodles to my plate. I groaned as they added hot, fresh- 
baked breadsticks to the mix too. They were the perfect amount of crusty 
crunchiness on the outside while soft warm carby goodness inside. Hell 
yeah! 

“Hey guys,” I called out. “Be sure to make soundcheck on time. I'll 
probably be in a food coma until the show starts. So, sorry to be comatose 
for my first day on the job, but you must understand.” With that warning 
out of the way, I gave up the ghost and tucked into pure Italian food 
goodness. 

I patted my tummy later. The same part of my anatomy that should be 
flat, but was now bloated with pasta and Tiramisu. “Pretty sure my food 
baby is like five months along,” I joked with Mags. 

“No kidding,” she agreed as she sat back, unbuttoning her jeans to 
make room. “They’re going to have to roll me on stage. I feel like Violet 
Beauregarde from Willy Wonka.” 

“Blueberry girl?” I questioned as Mags tipped her head in agreement. 

“Soundcheck, guys.” Groans of complaints from the members of Fourth 
Down followed Greg’s announcement. 

“Whose bright idea was it to feed us this stuff and expect us to play?” 
Chris questioned. 

“Well, they had lovely salad options,” Greg reminded everyone only to 


receive a rapid-fire set of boos and hisses hurled his way by pretty much 
everyone still in the room. 


” 


“Savages, the lot of you,” Greg started to mumble. “I guess not 
everyone is a fan of eating healthy.” Greg’s snide tone was missed by 
exactly no one. “Someone remind me to find a health nut actor to work 
for next. Touring with a band is definitely not for me,” Greg was 
muttering to himself as he left the room. At least he knew his own 
strengths and limitations. 

I just giggled at the ridiculousness of a bunch of rock stars brought to 
their knees by Italian food. “Who knew?” I chuckled. “Italian food is rock- 
n-roll kryptonite.” 

Before I managed to get up and clean the mess I’d made, I had been 
planning on speaking to Travis, but he and his band ducked out pretty 
quickly for soundcheck so I never got the opportunity. 


Even though I was from the east coast, I had never been further north 
than Washington D.C., so heading out on the town with the guys from 
The Infinite Everything and Fourth Down to some club in downtown 
Philly, was definitely bound to be full of new experiences for me. We 
were headed to some trendy new bar called Shots Fired. The logo on the 
outside of a shot glass with flames springing from it was the first indicator 
that they took their name seriously. 

“Do they really set them all on fire?” I asked innocently. “I had a 
Flaming Dr. Pepper once and nearly singed my eyebrows off.” 

Micah flat out, and very rudely, laughed while everyone else just 
looked at me like I was a special kind of slow. Whatever. It was well 
documented that I missed out on most of the college party scene in an 
effort to get good grades, keep scholarships, and one day live my dream. 
There was a line wrapping around the front of the building as our driver 
pulled up to the curb in front of the door. “Wow, that’s some line,” I 
stated, again having been the only person in the car to never really 
embrace the club scene. The guys assured me that we would not be 
waiting in said line though. 


Instead, we were whisked inside rather quickly where we were 
immediately greeted with the sight of bodies gyrating to heavy, bass- 
thumping rhythms and pulsing lights everywhere. I do mean everywhere. 
I wasn’t sure there was a legit dance floor, because it seemed the entire 
lower floor was moving with people bumping and grinding to the beat. 
“Wow,” I managed to eek out as we were ushered to a set of stairs leading 
to a second level. It appeared to be wide-open and looked down over the 
dance floor. Once we reached our destination on the second floor, I began 
to relax a bit, as it was definitely far less crowded up there. Our hostess, 
who was swaying her hips in front of us like she was trying to medal in 
an Olympic event, brought us to a quiet corner booth toward the back. 
The booth was actually semi-circular and split into three sections. There 
was a middle seat in the back with a space on either side before another 
seat wrapped around from the left and right. Clearly, this was done to 
make an easier exit and entry for the people who were stuck in the back 
of the booth. Genius! 

In front of our booth was a walkway lined by a chrome and glass, 
waist-high wall that allowed you to look out over the crowd dancing 
below. When I turned back to the booth, Mags was seated on the left side 
of the back booth seat, so I took the spot on the left of the gap beside her. 
It was a fact that women needed to get out of booth style seating far more 
than men did, so of course we should have those easy access seats. Jay sat 
beside me with Micah filling out the end cap of our bench. Evan and 
David sat to the right of Mags on her bench. Then Drew, Chris, and Travis 
plopped down on the bench opposite mine. Jeremiah was nowhere to be 
seen, having run off to a bathroom the minute we hit the second floor. 

Our hostess smiled so big, I just knew her cheeks would be aching with 
the effort by the end of the night. “My name is Cami. I'll be here to attend 
to your needs all night. So, if you need anything, you just let me know.” 
Her emphasis on the word ‘need’ was rather creepy, but I figured the guys 
were used to people acting like idiots around them, and I let it go. She 
placed some sort of call button on the center of the table that we could 
apparently use to summon her — kind of like a demon —- if we needed 
assistance and she was otherwise occupied. “What can I get you guys to 
start out?” 


“We need 10 Flaming Sex Pots, honey,” Micah called out to her. The 
woman’s grin doubled in size at the endearment he used for her. 

“Sure, Pl be right back with that.” Micah had already turned from her 
and was speaking to Jay, and when she realized she’d already been 
dismissed the smile slipped from her face a bit. The poor girl probably 
wasn’t going to work out well for us tonight. 

While we waited for Cami to return, Jeremiah managed to find his way 
over to us. He wasn’t alone though. “Look who I found hanging out by the 
restrooms looking for a good time,” he told everyone good-naturedly. 

“Shut it, Jer,” the faux-platinum blond that stood at about 5 feet, 10 
inches tall in her skyscraper heels slapped him playfully on the chest. She 
seemed familiar, but I was having trouble placing how I knew her. The 
half inch of dark brown roots near her scalp let me know she was playing 
at being blond, but there was no doubt she’d be a bombshell either way. 

“Hey Sky, how’s life?” Micah asked. 

“Great. Headed back to the studio this month, you know how it is,” she 
offered while brushing off his question with the same hand gesture 
someone would use to bat away a fly. Then she turned her pinpoint focus 
on Jay. “Hey sexy. I heard you’re finally a free man!” I swear, I could 
almost hear a kitten purr with each word that dripped from her nearly 
purple tinted lips. 

“Oh, yeah, Lydia and I are done,” Jay offered awkwardly before 
glancing toward Evan and Mags, both of whom were trying not to laugh. I 
turned back in time to see Jeremiah look away disappointedly as he 
dropped the hand that had been perched on Sky’s lower back. The poor 
guy had brought her over to us, but his intentions were clearly for the 
two of them to hook up, not for her to start hitting on Jay. That must 
suck. 

“Mmm,” the humming sound Sky made couldn’t have been construed 
as anything less than sexual. My nose wrinkled up at the thought. 
Thankfully, our waitress, hostess, whatever she was, returned just then 
and set a shot glass in front of each of us and then Jeremiah took the last 
one remaining.” 

“Sorry Sky, didn’t know you were around when we ordered,” Micah 
explained by way of apology as Cami set fire to each of the shots with her 


lengthy butane lighter. Everyone picked theirs up, but me, and got ready 
to down them. I was a bit too busy watching the flames before Sky leaned 
over; boobs in Micah and Jay’s face, and snatched my shot off the table, 
blew it out, and downed it. 

“No worries, the little girl didn’t know what to do with hers anyway.” 
She laughed, and didn’t clue in for a solid minute, that no one was 
laughing with her. “What?” She asked with faux innocence. 

“Did you really just steal Ev’s drink and laugh at her?” Jay’s 
incredulous tone should have been enough to put the woman in her place, 
but it wasn’t. 

“So what? Since when do any of you care about hurting a groupie’s 
feelings? They’re a dime a dozen. Besides, you can ditch the mousy play 
toy tonight, Jay. I’m here now.” 

So many things were wrong with the words coming out of that bitch’s 
mouth. I didn’t know where to begin. I had on skinny jeans and an off the 
shoulder band t-shirt with my black combat boots. I neither looked like a 
groupie nor a mouse. 

“Ev is our friend,” Jeremiah scolded her in an unfriendly tone at the 
same time Travis spoke. “That’s my sister!” He stood from his seat, 
forcing Sky to back up a step as he did so. 

“We are here celebrating Ev’s promotion and the guys from Fourth 
Down getting a record deal,” Jay interrupted. “If you can’t be respectful, 
you should head back to wherever Jer found you. Skulking outside of the 
bathrooms, was it?” The last was definitely meant as an insult. 

“Oh, come on, Jay. No harm meant. I mean, honestly, how was I to 
know the girl wasn’t a groupie?” 

“Enough, Sky!” Micah stood now too. “We really don’t want anyone 
intruding on our celebration? It’s in-house tour members only. ’m sure 
Jer just meant for you to come say hello. It was good seeing you.” She 
had clearly been dismissed, and judging by the way her eyes narrowed on 
me as her lips thinned out, she didn’t like it one damn bit. Tough. 

“But before you go,” my brother started to say as he flagged down 
Cami, “You owe my sister a shot.” 

The woman scoffed, scrunched up her nose, and started stalking off, but 
not before she let fly her parting shot. “Fuck you, I don’t owe anyone a 


damn thing. Certainly not some no-name, low-class, asshole from a band 
no one has heard of, or his tag-a-long sister.” 

“Not cool, Sky,” Jeremiah called out behind her. 

“Well, she was a complete twat-waffle,” I muttered. The entire table 
went silent for a moment before hysterical laughter ensued. Jay pulled me 
closer and kissed the top of my head as his body shook with laughter. 
“Where the hell do you come up with these words?” 

“Too much British TV, I think.” It was an honest answer, but it just 
made everyone laugh again. 

“Oh my God!” Micah laughed so hard I thought he might piss his pants. 
“Ev, I love you!” 

Evan calmed his laughter and watched me in a peculiar way. “You had 
no clue who she was, huh?” 

I shrugged my shoulders. “She looked familiar, but I couldn’t place her, 
and about the time she stole my shot, it didn’t really matter who she was. 
She’s obviously a shitty person and that’s all I needed to know.” 

My brother snickered then. Obviously, he knew who she was. He 
glanced my way. “Well, Sky probably just ruined Dusty Rose for you, 
since she’s their guitarist.” 

Sighing, I just continued watching my brother. “Well, that sucks. I feel 
like I can’t like that band anymore. Are the rest of them like that?” My 
question was directed toward Evan, since he was the one curious about 
whether or not I recognized her. 

“Nah, Sky’s always had a queen bee attitude, and it probably doesn’t 
help that she’s had a girly hard-on for Jay since she saw him play on our 
first tour.” Jay tensed up beside me. “Sky would not leave him alone. She 
filled in for my uncle with Valhalla Rising on a few dates when his girl 
had their kid. Man, she would stalk Jay down everywhere. She refused to 
believe that Lydia was a real person until Jay flew her out to one of our 
shows.” 

“I thought Sky was going to plot Lydia’s demise, honestly,” Micah 
interjected. “Instead, they became fast friends.” 

“Like attracts like,” I mumbled. I felt more than heard Jay’s laughter at 
my response. 

“Nah, I think more like keep your enemies closer where Sky was 


concerned. Anyway, you were an obvious target for her tonight since 
yow’re sitting with Jay and she heard about Lydia being history,” Evan 
went on to explain. 

“Yeah, sorry about that, guys,” Jeremiah apologized. “I forgot about 
her infatuation with Jay when I saw her.” 

Cami was back with another round of shots for the table, only she 
ended up setting two of them in front of me. One was different from 
everyone else’s. “What is this?” I asked. 

Cami looked almost embarrassed to say. “It’s a Flaming Bitch,” she told 
me. “From the girl that was here a minute ago.” 

“Well, light her up,” I told our hostess. Then, I stood in front of my 
seat, located Sky, and with a giant grin I downed my shot, dropped the 
glass, and shot two birds high into the air just for her. Our entire table 
erupted into loud ruckus laughter as everyone else downed the shots we’d 
ordered for the table. 

“Epic, Ev!” My brother called out as he saluted me with his own shot 
before downing it. 

“Let’s dance,” Jay whispered in my ear as he stood up beside me, after 
taking his own shot. He took my hand and began leading me to the dance 
floor without waiting for my answer. Not that it mattered, because there 
was nothing I wanted to do more, than go burn some energy, while 
getting closer to Jay. Of course, I wasn’t going to examine that sentiment 
too closely. It was too soon for both of us, wasn’t it? Okay, not for me, but 
definitely for him. He’d been with Lydia for years, and they were only 
broken up for a short time so far. 

Wherever my thought process was headed, it stopped when Jay spun 
me around to face him, put his hand on my hips, and pulled me in close. 
We began bumping and grinding while moving to the sensual beat, as the 
music pulsed from the floor, up through my feet, and buried itself deep 
inside of my pulse like a fevered dream. I never wanted the night to end. 

Jay’s thigh was perched firmly between my legs, and I was shamelessly 
rubbing up on him as we moved to the music. His warm breath tickled 
the hairs hanging just behind my ear as he bent in close to speak to me. “I 
really like dancing with you, Ev.” His voice, the feel of his breath, that 
strong thigh, those hands splayed across my lower back and near the nape 


of my neck, all in concert set off a myriad of chemical explosions in my 
body. My skin burst out in unchecked gooseflesh, nipples pebbled, and 
my panties were done for. Holy Hades! This man was doing things to me 
that I couldn’t wrap my head around and we were fully clothed on the 
dance floor. We hadn’t even kissed yet, and I was floating off on cloud 
nine. 

Wait, those were definitely his lips nibbling on my earlobe, and then 
lower on that sensitive sweet spot, just below my ear. I moaned, and 
pulled him tighter, only to feel an annoying tap on my right shoulder. I 
swatted the incessant tapper away like an annoying gnat, and turned my 
head toward where Jay was devouring my neck, tilting just so to give him 
better access. He turned his head too and the smoldering looks we gave 
each other should have been enough to make us both combust. Instead, 
our lips met in a tangle of heat and sweet minty perfection. 

It was like my first kiss all over again, because clearly no one from my 
past knew what they had been doing. Liquid fire shot through my veins as 
our tongues met and twined together in a dance mimicking the one our 
bodies were doing. That insufferable tapping on my shoulder ramped up 
at that point, too insistent to be ignored. This time it was much stronger, 
obviously male, and it would not be swatted away. I reluctantly 
disengaged from Jay, and turned my head to see one angry brother 
posted up behind me, as well as a handful of very amused band members 
staring at the spectacle that Jay and I had been making on the dance 
floor. Mags gave me a thumbs up, while Travis scowled, and Jeremiah 
tapped on an imaginary watch at his wrist. “We have to get back, busses 
are leave soon, he shouted over the thunderous music. 

I scoffed at that. “We just got here.” 

Jeremiah laughed then. “No, you two have just been making out down 
here, for everyone’s entertainment, for like an hour.” 

What in the hell? He couldn’t be serious. Mags nodded in agreement 
while my brother appeared to be shooting daggers at Jay with his eyes. 
Oops. Another moment ticked by before Jay grabbed my hand and started 
pulling me towards the door. 

Once we were all settled into the limo, Micah pulled out his cell phone 
and queued up a video, then he handed it to Jay and me so that we could 


push play when we were ready. As we played it Micah howled in 
laughter. “That was the funniest shit ’ve seen in a long time!” 

Apparently, the first gnat that I’d tried swatting away was none other 
than a pucker-faced Sky, looking either angry or determined - maybe a 
bit of both — as she tapped on my shoulder. You can clearly see me swat 
at her, and then tilt my head, and BAM! Making out with Jay on the 
screen looked even hotter than it felt in person. Jay stopped the video 
there, fiddled with the texting app on Micah’s phone, and then I watched 
as he deleted the smokin’ hot video of our dance/make-out session. Then 
he handed the phone back to Micah. 

“Aw, man, why’d you delete it?” Jay just smiled at him before leaning 
over and whispering to me, “I sent it to us before I did. That dance was 
hot as fuck!” 

He could say that again! And luckily, I no longer rode on Fourth 
Down’s bus, so when we pulled back into the venue, I was able to ditch 
Travis before the big brother lecture ensued. 


10 - MEET VALHALLA RISING 


You would think things would get awkward, after making out with one of 
the people who employ you, for all to see. The truth of the matter was, 
nothing was awkward. Sure, there was some teasing from the guys, a 
little girl talk with Mags, and ridiculous evil eyes tossed Jay’s way from 
my brother; but for the most part nothing changed over the next few 
days. Well, that’s not exactly true. Things did change, just not because 
Jay and I had made out. They changed because of that little promotion I 
had received. 

Even though I’d seen the tour bus The Infinite Everything was riding in, 
as opposed to the one my brother’s band was schlepping around in, I 
hadn’t been prepared for what that difference would feel like once I 


swapped. The difference between being the show opener and the star 
power behind the tour was never more evident as when I went from 
riding that bus with my brother’s band one day, to being deposited into a 
swanky hotel after we rolled into Atlanta. According to the texts from my 
brother both his band and the crew were in a different hotel a few blocks 
over, and one that was decidedly not swanky. The guys in Fourth Down 
were still going over everything in their contract with their lawyer, and 
working on signing a different contract with Miles Turner as their agent, 
so they were still considered unrepresented as well as unsigned. 

I knew that when they first signed on for the tour, they had opted out 
of getting hotel rooms for most of the stops because it would be taken 
from the pay they received for their time on tour. I wondered if their 
hotel accommodations would have been bumped up if they’d signed those 
contracts already. When I had asked this same question at breakfast one 
day, Jay explained that they’d have to prove themselves with record sales 
that went to the studio’s coffers in order to get the upgrade. 

Unfortunately, I couldn’t talk to my brother about anything, because I 
was currently avoiding him, along with the other members of Fourth 
Down, at all cost so as not to spill the secret beans about Valhalla Rising 
joining them for a night on tour this week. 

Trav: Breakfast together this morning? 

Everly: Can’t. Have to get guys to a TV interview, then another local radio 
spot, and they’re dropping in on a special signing event with a satellite radio 
station. 

I was surprised Travis was up and texting me, because it was only four- 
thirty in the morning. The guys were being interviewed and performing 
two songs this morning for a national news network’s morning show. 
Normally, ’d be beyond excited to be a part of that, even behind the 
scenes. The truth was, my stomach was in knots from ignoring my brother 
and the guys. 

DING 

Trav: You can’t ghost me forever, Sis. Please, let me apologize in person. 

Everly: If I were ghosting you, I wouldn’t respond. Just busy. Sorry. 

Trav: Fine, when we pull out of NYC, I want you on our bus for a night so 
we can talk. 


Everly: I’ll see what I can do. 

Trav: Love you, Ev. 

Everly: Always love you, Trav, even when you’re an asshole. 

A knock on my hotel room door startled me. Damn, my morning had 
been thrown off by those quick texts. I should have been in the shower. 
Instead, I was answering the door with my long, honey-gold locks pinned 
to my head in the messiest of messy buns while wearing boy’s boxer 
shorts and a ribbed, tight-fitting tank top. I refused to call them wife 
beaters like everyone else, because that was just insulting to the women 
out there who were actually beaten by men, no matter what they wore 
while they did it. Assholes who beat their women wore suits too. The 
connotation evoked that it’s only the guy in jeans and a dirty wife beater 
who would do so, pissed me off. Anyway, I put the tangent going on in 
my head aside and pulled my door open to find Jay standing there. 

“Hey, just wanted to let you know that everyone is up, being 
caffeinated, and getting ready.” Jay seemed rather bright-eyed and bushy- 
tailed considering how early it was. 

“Okay, thanks. I was just about to hop in the shower and go wake 
everyone.” 

“You should probably get dressed somewhere between the two as well,” 
he joked. 

“Ha! Ha! You’re a funny man at stupid dark-thirty o’clock.” 

“Is that an official time?” Jay laughed at his own joke as I rolled my 
eyes then he just shrugged his shoulders. “I’ve never had a problem being 
a morning person. More like I had to adjust to rock star late night hours.” 

“Aw, poor baby has to adjust to late nights of drinking and 
debauchery? Better not let your fans hear that,” I snickered at him. 

He laughed too, before eyeing me up and moving closer. “The past 
couple days since Philly have been full of running around and 
exhaustedly falling into an actual bed at night.” 

I nodded my head in agreement while wishing I were back in the fluffy 
cloud heaven that was this hotel’s bed. Unfortunately, then I pictured Jay 
in said fluffy heaven with me, and I started to squirm a bit. “Yeah, you 
guys sometimes have a super hectic schedule.” 

“Mmhmm. Well, the thing is, I wanted you to know that I really 


enjoyed what happened in Philly.” 

“All the dancing was fun.” The words tumbled stupidly from my mouth, 
while Jay just grinned down at me, and moved closer still. 

“Sure. The dancing was a great start, but I was referring to having my 
hands and mouth on you.” By now we were standing toe to toe. Jay’s 
hands were on my hips and he was leaning in closer. “I very much like 
where we were with another in Philly, Ev, and I hope we can continue to 
see where this goes.” 

Our lips were so close. I could feel the heat of his body, almost like a 
force field, except instead of shielding him from me, it was pulling me in 
closer like a tractor beam. Damn Chris and Drew’s hours of marathoning 
Star Trek on the bus! It made me hate myself for even thinking those 
things. “I liked it too,” I finally managed to get out when my brain came 
back on line, which was about 0.02 seconds before his soft, pillowy lips 
came crashing down on my own. I would swear, later, that my bones 
melted away under that damn kiss. It was honestly a wonder that we 
didn’t bring the entire hotel down around us. Good Lord — the man could 
change people’s religions with that kiss. 

BANG. BANG. BANG. 

“Come on lover boy, let her get ready,” I heard Mags yell from outside 
my hotel room door. “Breakfast is being ordered in Jer’s suite. See you 
both there in 15.” 

“T better,” I hitched my thumbs backward, indicating the bathroom 
behind me, where I needed to go hop in the shower. 

“Sure,” Jay managed to get out, despite his dazed state. It was nice to 
see evidence that he was just as affected by our kiss as I had been. “We’ll 
talk tonight, after the show, okay?” 

“Sure,” I echoed his earlier word, as he turned and left my room. 
Suddenly, it was almost as if the space shrank with his departure. You’d 
think it would be the opposite, since he was such a huge presence in a 
room, but no, the place wilted with the loss of him instead. I could totally 
relate.. ‘Snap out of it,’ I yelled at myself before heading into the shower. 

Fifteen minutes later, I knocked on Jer’s suite door and was greeted by 
the band, who were all talking over one another as the door was opened 
for me. “Just in time! A moment later and I couldn’t guarantee there 


would be food left for you.” Mags explained to me jokingly. At least, I 
thought it had been jokingly until I saw for myself what she meant. Evan 
and Micah were literally wrestling each other over the last piece of crispy 
bacon, which was idiotic since they were destroying it in the fight, 
because crispy bacon crumbles, duh! 

I assessed the food shortage situation and walked over to the suite 
phone to call room service. “Yes, could you please send up another 20 
strips of crispy bacon, 5 more orders of scrambled eggs, five of your tall 
stack pancakes, 5 orders of the fresh fruit bowls, and six large orange 
juices? Oh, and two carafes of coffee,” I added as an afterthought. As the 
person on the other end read the order back to me I responded. “Yes, 
thank you.” I looked around the room at the idiots surrounding me, as 
they all watched what I was doing like I was the second coming of Jesus. 
“Which one of you morons basically ordered breakfast for two while 
feeding a starving army?” 

All fingers pointed toward Jeremiah who sheepishly shrugged his 
shoulders. “How was I supposed to know?” 

“Did you think you were hungry enough to eat it all by yourself?” His 
big grin told me that he did. “That’s how you know it’s not enough food 
to feed four of you monsters plus Mags and me.” 

“Um, don’t discount Mags as one of us monsters,” Micah chimed in on a 
laugh. “She can pack away more food than most of us on a good day.” 

Mags was not phased. “What can I say, I have an overactive 
metabolism.” It took room service another 15 minutes to get the 
additional food upstairs to us, but then everyone quieted down and 
tucked into their breakfast. “So, how is operation avoiding big brother 
going?” Mags finally asked. 

“T feel like crap about it,” I admitted. 

Micah laughed. “I’m surprised he hasn’t hunted Jay down yet and beat 
his ass.” 

“What?” I asked, shocked. “Why?” 

“Um, Jay’s epic make out session on the dance floor with Travis’ littler 
sister... Philly... Shots Fired... any of this ringing any bells?” Micah was 
being overly dramatic about the whole thing. 

“Oh, that,” I dismissed with a small wave of my hand. “No, that is not 


why I’m avoiding him. Your special guest tonight, and my big mouth, are 
the reasons. I’m so excited for them to meet Valhalla Rising that I know 
ll accidentally spill the beans.” 

“You know he probably thinks you’re avoiding him because of Jay 
though, right?” Jay winced, looking slightly guilty about Micah’s 
assertion. 

“No,” it was my turn to feel guiltier than I already did. “He thinks I’m 
still mad about the other day, being under appreciated, and not taking my 
job with them seriously. I actually am slightly miffed still, but not enough 
to ignore my brother. My guilt about that is real, but he’ll understand 
tonight.” I smiled up at everyone then. 

“You don’t think he’s pissed at all that you happen to be banging our 
guitarist?” Micah asked crudely. 

“Tm a big girl. I can bang whomever I want,” I protested, going red 
faced as I realized that sounded like an admission. “Not that I’ve banged 
anyone, but if it were true, my brother doesn’t get a say.” 

Micah was in the midst of a giggle fit when Jay reached over and 
smacked him in the back of his head. “Grow up,” he hissed. 

“Oh, come on! Did you see how red her face got? Priceless!” Evan and 
Jeremiah were doing a piss poor job of containing their own laughter. 

“Such comedians,” I huffed. “I’m pretty sure you jerks need to get your 
butts downstairs.” As the last word left my mouth, my phone dinged with 
an alert. “Yup, car’s here. Let’s get going.” 

“Wait,” Micah called out in a panic. “I need to brush my teeth.” I 
reached into my large canvas tote and pulled out a small travel pack with 
toothbrush, small tube of toothpaste, tiny bottle of mouthwash, and floss. 
“Here.” I handed him the travel pack. “I figured you guys might need 
something on the fly for our busy days like today.” I began handing out 
the cute little travel kits. They were all different colors so that no one 
would get theirs mixed up. 

“Pink, huh?” Micah mumbled when he saw the other guys got ‘manly 
colors’ and he didn’t. “I guess I deserved that.” 

“Luck of the draw, buddy.” I shrugged. “Couldn’t have happened to a 
nicer guy though.” With a sassy wink thrown his way, I started out the 
hotel room door. “Come on, you can all use those on the way. I made sure 


there was plenty of water in the car too.” 

Our morning was grueling, and by soundcheck, I wasn’t sure how the 
guys managed to keep up some days. As it was, they’d barely have an 
hour nap backstage, if they were lucky before the concert started. While I 
was making sure everything was packed and ready for our early morning 
departure from the hotel my brother was texting me again. 

Trav: Come on, we’re both somewhere in the venue. Come talk to me. 

Everly: I’m at the hotel. Heading over soon. 

Trav: Why are you still at the hotel? 

Everly: Doing my job! Making sure everyone is packed for tomorrow 
morning. 

Trav: You suck! We’re back on the bus tonight. 

Everly: Nah, nah, nah, nah, nah, nah! 

Trav: I should disown you. 

Everly: Whatever. See you in a bit. 

Trav: Will you actually see me, or you placating me while planning on 
remaining a ghost? 

Everly: We'll talk later, promise. 

Trav: Okay, love you. 

Everly: Love you too! 


“T know you can hear me, Ev.” Travis called as he and the guys came 
off stage. I had a good, purposeful, head start on them though. I glanced 
back, grinning at the frown on my brother’s face. “Damn it, Ev, stop! You 
promised we could talk.” 

The guys were right behind Travis, as I’d hoped. No doubt, they were 
planning to gang up on me so I couldn’t escape this conversation. I 
increased my pace before they could close in, and tossed a grin back over 
my shoulder, as I quickly slipped into a large dressing room. I shut the 
door behind me as I went. Not a minute later, the door was flung open 
and I yelled, “Surprise!” 

My brother stopped his forward momentum so abruptly that he caused 
a chain reaction pile-up of his bandmates. “Holy shit!” Travis finally 


sputtered. “Seriously? That’s... Holy shit, man!” He repeated himself. His 
reaction was priceless. 

“You, fangirling over rock stars, is just so much fun!” I teased my 
brother. 

“Don’t worry, Ev, I’ve already got video rolling,” Micah called out from 
across the room. 

“Guys,” Jeremiah stepped in. “We need to make this quick so that the 
audience doesn’t flip out about too long a lull between bands. Trav, Chris, 
Drew, and Dave: allow me to introduce you all to the band, Valhalla 
Rising. This is Gabe, John, Alex, Tim, and Wen.” 

“Great to meet you guys,” Gabe said as he offered a hand to shake. “We 
were actually watching from the audience at yesterday’s show. You guys 
killed it out there.” 

“That’s almost an understatement. Looking forward to playing with you 
guys tonight,” John added. 

My brother squeaked in response, and all I could do was laugh while 
watching my up-and-coming rock star brother as he tried to get over 
being star-struck and speechless. “You guys better get out there,” I told 
the members of The Infinite Everything. I’ll drag everyone else out to the 
stage on time, promise.” They all took off, leaving me with the super 
excited members of Fourth Down, and the chilled out, relaxed older 
rockers from Valhalla Rising. 

“I can’t believe you guys are here,” my brother finally managed to get 
out. 

“Or that you heard our show yesterday,” Chris added. 

“Wouldn’t have missed it. Evan’s been bragging on you guys for a while 
now,” John told him. I knew John Dormier, the guitarist for Valhalla 
Rising, was related to Evan somehow, but I couldn’t remember the 
logistics of it at the moment. “So, in a few minutes we’re going to go out 
there and take over the stage. You guys should come join us, and we’ll 
treat the fans to a big ol’ impromptu jam session.” 

“Fuck yeah!” David growled. Actually, I think it was the first time I’d 
heard the man use questionable language at all. 

As The Infinite Everything wound down their set, I watched from the 
wings as Jeremiah motioned for the guys to cut the music altogether. “I 


know some people leave shows early to beat traffic, or whatever other 
reason you think you had to dip out early. We’ve been there, man, we get 
it.” There were serous boos coming from the audience, letting Jeremiah 
know that the ones who were still there disapproved of the practice of 
leaving a concert early. Traffic be damned. 

“No, seriously, we understand,” Jeremiah continued on while calming 
the ‘boos’. “But, for those of you fuckers who like to stick it out with us 
until the bitter end, while demanding encores, man do we have a treat for 
you tonight! Those suckers who left early are going to shit themselves 
when they realize out what they walked out on!” Jer was grinning from 
ear to ear as he teased the fans. 

“For the first time this tour, we’re going to bring our buddies from 
Fourth Down back out on the stage for a little something special.” At his 
signal, I began directing the guys one at a time onto the stage. “You all 
remember Travis Dawson? He got you all pumped up at the beginning 
with those smooth vocals. And Chris North did his thing on guitar while 
David Anderson was laying down the rhythms with his bass, and then 
there’s Drew Michaels, who will have to duke it out with Evan back there 
on the drums so we can all jam together.” The crowd was going 
absolutely nuts as Jeremiah got quiet, glanced around, and then leaned 
out toward the audience like he had a secret to tell them. 

In his best infomercial impersonation he stated, “But wait... there’s 
more! For one special night only, we’re also throwing in a third little 
group you may have heard of. You guys know who Valhalla Rising is?” 
The noise in the place rose to deafening levels in response. Jeremiah 
laughed. “No?” He called out, despite the fans still screaming for Valhalla 
Rising. “That’s too bad! We knew they were smalltime,” he joked. 

“We'd still like to introduce them to you. Give it up for VR’s front man, 
Gabe North!” Jer had to wait a moment for the excited shrieking to die 
down a bit before he could continue. “And on lead guitar, John Dormier! 
Alex Lakeland on bass, Wen Hinton with a little extra rhythm, and Tim 
Whitehall rounding out the three-way they’ve got on drums up there right 
now.” Jeremiah scratched his head. “Not exactly the kind of threesome I’d 
pay to see, personally, if you know what I mean; but I’m sure they'll be 
entertaining anyway.” 


With that someone, John I think, lit up their guitar with a crazy riff 
that had the fans howling in the stands. For the next 40 minutes, the guys 
ran through some oldies, and a little bit of each other’s music too. It was 
an amazing sight to behold. There was a guy with sandy blond hair, who 
was probably a few years younger than me, standing beside me in the 
wings. When I turned my over-large grin his way, he returned it. There 
was no mistaking the way his fingers moved that he itched to be out on 
the stage jamming with the guys. 

“You play too?” I asked him. 

He nodded. “That’s my dad out there. I’ve been playing since I was a 
kid, and never knew he was a musician too, so this is wild.” 

I must have had a puzzled look on my face, because he explained. 
“Long story, but some asshole agent kept my mom from telling my dad 
about me. He never knew, and she didn’t want to tell me who he was 
until she knew how he would react. They were high school sweethearts at 
one time. Anyway, this is my first time seeing his band live.” 

“Which one is your dad?” 

“Gabe is,” and even over the almighty thunderous rock-n-roll 
experience playing out on the stage in front of us, I could hear the hero- 
worship in his voice as he claimed Gabe North as his father. 

“That’s really cool. ’m glad you guys found each other, and hope like 
hell he fired the piece of shit agent that kept you guys apart.” 

The kid nodded. “He did.” 

“You belong to one of them?” He nodded at the bands on the stage. 

“Um, sort of, I guess. I work for the tour management company as a PA 
to The Infinite Everything, but my brother is Travis Dawson.” 

“And I saw that hug you got from Jay Turner earlier, before they took 
off for the stage,” he added with a waggle of his eyebrows. 

I just grinned. “Yeah, well, that is something new.” I realized I hadn’t 
introduced myself then so I stuck out my hand to the guy. “I’m Everly 
Dawson, by the way.” 

He grabbed my hand and pumped it a couple times good-naturedly. 
“Chevy Kendrick,” he smiled at me. “Good to meet you!” He was grinning 
ear to ear as I watched him watching the spectacle before him. “This is 
nuts. I wish my brothers could be here. They’re going to flip out when I 


tell them about it.” 

“You can show them,” I turned his shoulders and pointed across to the 
other side of the stage. “I have cameramen set up everywhere. We’re 
recording this whole thing. It’s not going to be the same as being here 
live, but they’ll get the idea.” 

Chevy’s eyes were twinkling with sheer delight. “And you'll give me a 
copy?” 

“Of course I will. Make sure I have all your contact information before 
you leave, and I’ll send it directly so I know you got it.” 

“Jay better be glad I already have a girlfriend. I’d steal you out from 
under him if I didn’t.” I laughed right along with him at that. He was 
certainly bound to be a heartbreaker if he was turned loose on the world 
as a single guy. Shaggy, mostly blond hair, scruff on his face, muscles, 
and hints of tattoos peeking out from under his shirt screamed bad boy 
for sure. Had he been a couple years older, he might have been able to 
give Jay arun for his money. 

When I first found out that Valhalla Rising was going to be here, and 
that the guys were talking about a possible impromptu jam session for the 
audience, I had called Deacon and arranged for videographers to come in 
and set up tonight behind the scenes. I didn’t tell any of the guys that 
they were being filmed tonight either. This was going to be my surprise to 
them that they’d have the memory of this amazing moment to look back 
on, no matter where their careers ended up taking them. 

I still managed to get some more video with my phone, to send to 
Deacon, and while I was doing that Mags unplugged from her guitar and 
came over to stand with Chevy and me. 

“It’s amazing playing with all of them, but sitting back and watching all 
the talent just go to town out there is WOW!” 

“Yeah it is,” I agreed with her. 

“Tell me you got some good video, please?” 

“Actually, we have a whole team here filming this tonight.” 

“We weren’t scheduled to shoot video until we hit Miami,” Mags stated, 
though it was really more of a question. 

“I know, that’s why I called Deacon and arranged for a crew for 
tonight. I insisted that none of them get on stage. They’re taking audience 


and side stage viewpoint shots instead, along with the lone guy out there 
in the control booth. I figured it would be too crowded out there with 
three bands to have to worry about cameramen in their faces. It would 
have taken away from the magic of the moment, you know?” 

“Fucking genius, girl!” 

DING 

Deacon: Can’ tell if Price and the rest of suits at Masters are pissed or 
elated about what’s happening now. Probably just pissed about being left in the 
dark so they couldn’t be there in person to brag about it, and claim credit for 
putting it all together. Assuming this is why you needed videographers tonight.” 

Everly: Yeah, it was a surprise. Big wigs would have ruined the magic if 
they’d gotten their hands on things first. 

Deacon: Too damn smart. Where have you been my whole career? 

Everly: Um, college, duh! 

Deacon: Smart-ass. Good job tonight, kid! 

As I looked up from the last text, a very sweaty, grinning from ear to 
ear Jay was headed in my direction. “Please, tell me you got some good 
video of that crazy chaos tonight.” 

“Guess who hired videographers behind our backs to film it all?” Mags 
ratted me out while Chevy laughed at me. 

“Seriously? Shit, I can’t wait to see the footage.” 

“Me too!” I explained again what I’d just told Mags moments ago, 
about not wanting the cameramen to ruin the surprise or the magic, and 
they all nodded in agreement as the other guys started trailing over and 
caught wind of the fact that I had ensured there would be plenty of video 
of the night. 

“This is your PA?” Gabe asked, having walked up in the middle of 
things too. 

“Yeah, she’s great, huh?” 

“Looks like maybe she’s priceless.” Gabe offered with a wink causing 
Jay to bristle. “Calm down, Jameson. She’s a bit young for me. I was 
talking about her ability to anticipate exactly what works for stage shows 
and what doesn’t.” 

“She’s sending me video from tonight too, so that I can show Ford and 
Dak,” Chevy told his dad who beamed at him in response. Then Gabe 


turned to me, “Thanks for that.” 

“Not a problem,” I said just as my disgustingly sweaty brother came 
barreling up and snatched me into the air. He spun me in a circle before 
dropping me back to my feet. 

“This is the real reason you’ve been dodging me all week, isn’t it, Sis?” 

“There was no way I could have kept this a secret if I talked to you in 
person.” 

“Well, thank fuck! I thought you’d never talk to me again. At least you 
had a good reason with all this going on.” I narrowed my eyes at him 
then, because I had a damn good reason without all this and he knew it. 

“She’s your sister?” Gabe asked, obviously perplexed by the idea for 
some reason. 

“Yeah,” Travis answered wearily. 

“Why isn’t she working for your band then?” 

“And now we're back to why she wasn’t speaking to me.” 

“T did work for him. I was under appreciated, and Deacon moved me to 
work with The Infinite Everything instead. Also, he was testing my 
abilities with a more established band.” 

“So, you’re actually contracted through Wicked Web, and not directly 
with one of these assholes?” Gabe asked with stars in his eyes. 

“Not yet. I’m interning as a tour manager’s assistant. He just throws me 
in as his on-site rep in the form of band PA, because it works.” 

“You’re a fucking intern? I would have guessed you’d been doing this 
for years.” 

“Well, she has. Handling shit for our band was basically the gist of 
Everly’s social life in college,” my brother laughed as he admitted that. 

I frowned in return. “He’s not wrong, sadly. After Travis was injured 
and couldn’t play football anymore, he threw himself into the band 
seriously, and so did I. My contribution to supporting my brother couldn’t 
be musical, because I have zero talent, but I was great at organizing 
things and getting them some of the smaller gigs at bars and stuff near 
our hometown.” 

“And then you let her do something dumb, like take an internship 
without guaranteeing she’d continue to work for you when it was over?” 
Gabe patted my brother on the shoulder. “Tough luck, pal!” 


“Damn it, Everly! Can you stop making more fans than we have? It’s 
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embarrassing!” Drew’s joke was just the thing to relax the tension that 
had built again between my brother and me. I owed him for that. “Are we 
headed out for a bit, or what?” 

“Already put a call into Rise, they’re expecting us,” Wen stated. 

I glanced around at all the warm bodies. “Damn, we practically need 
one of the tour buses to get everyone’s asses over there and back in one 
piece.” 

“She really is a logistical genius,” someone muttered. 

“Yo, Jordan,” Evan called out. “Can you get Fourth Down’s beast of a 
bus fired up? We need a ride to the club, man.” Everyone was laughing, 
but this was apparently really happening. 

“Sure thing, give me 15.” 

“Great, you guys all need to find showers and dry clothes anyway,” I 
told them. 

“Aw, Ev, are you saying we stink?” My brother moved in with a 
predatory gleam in his eyes. Thankfully, Jay came to my rescue. 

“Normally, ’'d let you go — respect for sibling wars and all, but I’m 
pretty sure Ev doesn’t have a change of clothes here, like the rest of us.” 
He wasn’t wrong. 

“Okay, lover boy,” my brother called out as he backed away. “Now, 
how about trying not to slobber all over my sister in public tonight. Tit 
for tat, you know?” Travis’s face screwed up as he thought about the 
words he just spoke. “Wait, forget the word ‘tit’ just came out of my 
mouth, and keep your hands off to yourself! Fuck! Stupid sisters,” he 
continued mumbling as he walked off while everyone laughed at his 
expense. 


11 - THAT MAGIC MOMENT 


Stepping off a tour bus in an empty arena parking lot day after day had 
become a norm for me, but stepping off of one in front of a packed 
nightclub in Atlanta, with a line wrapped around the building was 
something altogether different. Jay grabbed my hand so I wouldn’t fall as 
the multitude of camera flashes going off dazzled my eyes. Someone had 
apparently tipped off the paparazzi to our little soiree. 

“Oh my God, it’s The Infinite Everything!” Someone shouted, but then 
they caught sight of Gabe and the guys too. 

“Holy shit! It’s Valhalla Rising too!” 

An endless barrage of noise followed us as we were escorted inside and 
then again directed to the second floor VIP section. This time, the VIP 


area had its own dance floor, which was probably for the best judging by 
the hungry looks that every single woman in the place were throwing to 
all the guys. 

As we were led to what appeared to be a lounge area with a plethora of 
couches, chairs, and accent tables, a petite brunette approached the 
bunch of us. “So, it looks like I picked the perfect concert to go see 
tonight!” Her voice was beautiful with a little raspy smoke to it, which 
made placing her that much easier. “Holy crap, you guys rocked up there. 
I wanted to climb up onstage with you all and jam too.” Calista Jacks was 
the lead singer for the female power-rock band, Dusty Rose. The same 
band bitch-face, Skylar Reynolds was in. I glanced around then, just 
knowing I'd find her lurking and ready to pounce. 

“Hey, hey, if it isn’t Jacks, herself!” Wen called out. “Get over here and 
give me some sugar, woman!” In about 2.5 seconds the girl in question 
had launched herself straight into Wen’s arms, complete with her legs 
wrapped around his waist, and their lips locked in a scandalous kiss that 
probably blew mine and Jay’s public make out session out of the park. ’m 
pretty sure Calista was just shy of 30-years-old and Wen was more than 
likely in his 40s. Not that I was judging, but... Okay, fine, I was totally 
judging, but only a little bit. Maybe that made me a horrible person, but I 
couldn’t help it. 

“They’ve had an on-again, off-again romance whenever Wen is 
separated from his wife,” Jay whispered into my ear. What? Wen was 
married? And he was carrying on like that with Calista in the open? And 
she was okay with it? Now, I was really judging them, and not feeling bad 
about it anymore. “Not our business though,” Jay added as he felt me 
stiffen up. 

“T’m fairly certain that I need a drink now,” I told no one and everyone. 
A waitress was standing not two feet from me, boobs jutted out, fake 
smile gleaming, as she asked the guys if they needed anything, but 
somehow she managed to miss the fact that I just said I needed a drink. 

“Yes,” I stated loudly. “We need a new waitress, and then we’ll order.” 
The guys all started laughing. 

“Damn, Ev, you had to chase the hot one away,” Evan joked. The 
waitress stood her ground when he spoke, assuming — I guess — that he 


would rescue her from being sent away. With that in mind, she thrust out 
her chest further and preened in his direction. He finally noticed, and 
simply shook his head. “Nuh-uh, that was a joke, sweetheart. Don’t care 
how good lookin’ you are, you disrespect any of our girls and we don’t 
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deal with you.” The skantress threw a nasty glare my way before 
stomping off. Meanwhile, I secretly patted myself on the back for coming 
up with a new term for skanky waitresses everywhere. 

“Thanks, Evan.” 

“No worries, Evie. We have each other’s backs, always.” Then he 
grinned as Micah chimed in, “Besides, there’s plenty of other pussy here 
tonight.” That also received laughs from the guys and an eye roll from 
both Mags and myself. I honestly couldn’t bring myself to look at Calista 
for her response as she was still glued inappropriately to Wen. 

A moment later, a man who appeared to be the club manager, found 
his way to our group. He glanced at me as he spoke. “I hear there was an 
issue with Becca, your waitress?” 

“There was,” I agreed. “I said that I needed a drink and she ignored me 
while trying to flaunt her breasts to the guys. I received an eye roll while 
they were asked what they’d like. It was rude, obnoxious, and highly 
unprofessional.” 

“T agree. She has been removed from the VIP lounge and you have my 
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sincere apologies.” He wiggled his fingers in the air and two more 
waitresses came to stand beside him. “Cheyenne and Mercedes were 
promoted to VIP in her place. They will take care of everything you need 
for the duration.” These girls wore genuine smiles on their faces. 

“Can I just get this out of the way?” Cheyenne asked. “I’m such a big 
fan of all of you. I got to see you in concert a few months ago, when you 
were in Virginia.” She sought out my brother and the guys then. “Fourth 
Down is my new favorite band. I’ve been playing Shadowland on repeat 
on Spotify ever since.” She hopped up and down excitedly then, much to 
the chagrin of her boss. “Okay, sorry. Just had to get that excitement out 
so that I wouldn’t stay a jittery mess.” Mercedes was nervously watching 
this play out, no doubt waiting for her friend to be demoted. 

“Apologies,” boss man started. “Cheyenne,” he tugged her arm, trying 
to pull her away. 


“No, don’t!” I yelled out. “Her, I like! She’s honest and a real fan, 
obviously. Please, don’t be upset with her. That was perfect. Now, as long 
as you'll take my drink order, we’re all good here,” I added with a giant 
smile. 

I heard Calista ask Wen who I was, as I ordered my rum and coke. “I 
like her,” she told him. 

“Have I told you lately how amazing you are?” Jay whispered in my 
ear. 

I shook my head, indicating that he hadn’t, while Cheyenne and 
Mercedes made the rounds getting everyone else’s orders too. They both 
did a wonderful job for the rest of the night, while also sporadically 
talking music with the guys. It was so much better than having another 
slutty vulture drooling all over them while posing vapidly in an attempt 
to gain attention. 

“Oh yay! My ladies are finally here!” Calista yelled as she launched off 
of Wen’s lap, where she’d been perched since they sat down. I’m pretty 
sure the groan I made was inaudible to everyone else. Jay must have 
known though, because he pulled me in tighter to his side. We had been 
sitting together on one of the couches. I wasn’t sure if him pulling me 
tighter was about my groan of disappointment about who might be 
joining us, the fact that he wanted me closer, or because he needed 
someone to act as his bodyguard. The last thought made me giggle 
though. 

“Hey bitch! You could have waited for the rest of us,” I heard Sky shout 
to Calista, while I steadfastly refused to turn and glance in their direction. 

“Well, when Wen told me to meet him here I didn’t feel like waiting on 
you to try to track Jay down backstage.” I sighed heavily as my muscles 
betrayed me by stiffening a bit. Jay made a soothing gesture by running 
his hand up and down my arm. It had already been draped lazily over my 
shoulder before. “How was I supposed to know they were all hijacking a 
tour bus to come together?” 

Sky, and two more, equally beautiful women, followed Calista back 
over to where we were seated. Unlike her friends though, Sky once again 
proved she had zero manners and even less concept of how people felt 
about her, when she sauntered over and plopped her barely covered ass 


right in Jay’s lap. In doing so, her bony legs nudged mine further away 
from him. Then the bitch wrapped her arms around his neck, and 
proceeded to nibble his ear while watching me as I took in her actions. 

I knew Jay’s initial lack of reaction was from shock, but when he pulled 
out of it, I was more than impressed with his response. 

“What in the actual fuck, Sky?” He stood, peeling her arms off of his 
neck as he did, effectively dropping her ass to the floor. “It has NEVER 
been okay for you to sit on my lap, paw at me, or put your mouth 
anywhere on my body,” he yelled, causing an even bigger scene. “I am 
beyond NOT FUCKING INTO YOU! Don’t ever presume to fuckin’ touch 
me again. I’ve put up with your bullshit antics and childish crush because 
we had to work together sometimes, but you just crossed a major fucking 
line with me.” 

Wow! I had never heard Jay drop so many F-bombs in all the time I'd 
known him. Apparently, neither had anyone else, judging by all the slack- 
jawed responses from his bandmates. He even caught the attention of 
security, who came over to make sure everything was okay. 

“We’re fine,” Jay told them as he waved them off. “You,” he pointed at 
Sky, who still hadn’t picked her astonished ass up off the floor. “Stay the 
fuck away from me. Get in my space one more fuckin’ time, and I will file 
a goddamn restraining order against your ass, and make that shit public 
knowledge. I mean it.” He looked around at everyone else then. “If she’s 
still here when Ev and I get back from dancing, we’re going to find our 
own ride home.” Jay grabbed my hand and pulled me up from the couch, 
mumbling about how he was sorry about the bullshit. 

“Holy shit,” I heard Calista shout at her friend. “What the hell were you 
thinking, Sky?” 

“He’s not with Lydia anymore. It’s finally my time now,” Sky yelled 
back, and from the sound of it, there were tears involved too. 

“He’s clearly with that Ev girl. You told us about seeing them together 
in Philly too,” Calista reminded her. 

“When are you going to realize?” Jeremiah asked her. “It’s never going 
to matter who he’s with, or if he’s single. Jay is not, and never has been, 
into you. You're actually the opposite of his type, and inviting yourself to 
sit on him like some common groupie whore was the worst way to get his 


attention. Jay hates fake, easy bitches.” Jeremiah’s words were scathing 
even if they were the truth. Judging from the incident in Philly, and his 
reaction tonight, I think Jer may have had his own crush on Sky at some 
point. He was angry about her constant obsession with Jay, who wanted 
nothing to do with her. Unrequited feelings were a bitch. 

“Fuck you, Jer! No one asked your opinion.” Her shouted response was 
the last thing I heard before we were too far away, and Jay and I 
proceeded to lose ourselves on the dance floor. 

I'd like to say that our dancing started off as a repeat of the other night, 
but Jay was tense and pissed. As a result, there was no comparison. 
“Hey,” I leaned up and spoke into his ear — the one her mouth hadn’t 
been on - and hoped to make him smile. “Why don’t we head to the bar, 
grab a drink, and try to shake off that scene before we shake our asses?” 

He glanced down at me then. “I’m sorry, Ev. That shit just made me so 
angry. Jesus Christ, what was she thinking? I had my arm around you. It 
was obvious we were there together.” He sighed as we wandered over to 
the bar across the room from where everyone else was. “I just don’t want 
you to think I’m that guy.” He lowered his voice a bit, leaning in so that 
only I could hear what he had to say next. “That whole scene reminded 
me of what everyone said went down with that groupie on the bus. I felt 
like I was going to throw up.” He touched my forearm where I still had 
two thin white scars trailing down to my wrist. “I might not remember 
much of that night, but I see these on you every day.” 

“Hey!” I stopped and pulled his face around to look at me. “I know 
exactly what kind of guy you are. Don’t worry about that. There will 
always be spiteful bitches who try to ruin a good thing for other people, 
because they can’t get their own shit together enough to make something 
good work for themselves. I would never blame you for someone else’s 
actions. Obviously, that woman has a screw loose. I mean, who does that 
shit? And she’s still there. Normal people would have been embarrassed 
by their own actions, and left to go lick their wounds.” 

“Actually, Jer had it right back there. I respect Sky as a musician, 
because she’s a phenomenal guitarist, but she behaves just like some of 
the worst groupies out there. It has always been a complete turn off. I 
don’t understand why she’s so into me. I’ve made it clear over the years 


that I had zero interest.” 

“In her head, Lydia was the only reason for that,” I explained to him. 

“Yeah, but she couldn’t have missed all the looks of disgust over her 
antics through the years. I never hid how I felt about her behavior.” 

“Disgust for how she behaved with other men?” I asked and he 
confirmed with a nod. I laughed. “She probably thought your reactions 
were jealousy instead of abhorrence.” 

“Just one more reason I could never want anything to do with her. I’m 
an easy guy to read, and if you’re still getting shit wrong after almost five 
years of knowing me, there’s not a hope in hell for you.” 

While Jay and I sat at the bar discussing our respective pasts, where 
dating was concerned, I watched Sky throw what looked like an epic 
hissy fit over by where all of our friends were hanging out. Oh, to be a fly 
on the wall for that performance. No doubt, I’d hear about it later from 
one of the guys though. Hell, Micah was probably recording her with his 
phone. 

“Jesus, she just won’t give up and leave, will she?” Jay finally said as 
he took note of the same scene I had been watching. 

“She doesn’t strike me as entirely stable. Are you sure you don’t want 
to file a restraining order for real? I know you threatened to, but that,” I 
pointed as Jeremiah and Wen seemed to intercept Sky as she attempted to 
head towards us. “That is just bat-shit crazy!” 

“Honestly, I just made the threat to scare some sense into her, but I will 
follow through if she approaches either one of us again.” 

“She’s not after me,” I told him. 

“No, but you definitely didn’t make a friend there by being with me 
either, and especially not after the shit that went down in Philly.” I 
turned my attention back to Jay. He quickly threw up two middle fingers, 
like I had at the bar in Philly when I’d taken the Flaming Bitch shot that 
Sky had sent me. We both dissolved into a fit of laughter. 

“That’s not the thing I remembered most about that night, if we’re 
being honest. I seem to recall making out like two teenagers at prom.” I 
continued laughing as I made the prom reference. 

“T wouldn’t know. I never went to prom.” 

“Really?” I asked, stunned by his admission. 


“Seriously. I think we were playing at some kid’s anti-prom party in the 
Hollywood Hills. We hoped that video of our performance would get back 
to one of his neighbors. Damien King lived a couple houses down.” 
Damien King was the CEO of Songbird Records. 

“T take it that didn’t happen since you ended up signed with Masters 
Records.” 

“Nope. I think Damien is the bastard that called the cops for a noise 
violation and had the party busted,” Jay laughed as he reminisced. “A 
year or so later, John was visiting when we had a gig at a local dive bar, 
and he came by, shot some video of us, and told the guys at Masters 
Records that he wanted us opening for their band on tour. It helped that 
Lydia had taken our EP to the local radio DJs. Around the same time, 
some of the big wigs at Masters heard us on air and then saw John’s 
video. The rest is history.” 

“Huh,” I mused. “Is that why you chose Seduction & Sacrifice and then 
Fourth Down to tour with you guys?” 

Jay’s bright smile blew me away. “Absolutely. We had someone at the 
right place and time to help elevate us and we try to pass that on now 
that we have enough clout to do it for others. Of course, it helps that we 
really like your brother and the guys. They make it easy to tour with.” He 
tipped his head to where all of our friends sat. Sky was no longer there. “I 
enjoyed touring with Valhalla Rising until John had to leave the tour for 
the birth of his kid. Dealing with Sky was a headache. I completely 
understand why women need to file sexual harassment claims in the 
workplace sometimes. That woman nearly drove me to alcoholism.” 

I would have laughed at that sentiment, but Jay meant it. Seems like 
Ms. Skylar Reynolds had been ruining good times for Jay for far too many 
years. “Come on, I do believe we were supposed to be reenacting our 
time-warp, dance-a-thon from Philly.” I pulled him off his barstool and 
watched as he grinned the whole way back to the less crowded second- 
level dance floor. 

We did not get so wrapped up in each other that we lost track of time 
itself, but Jay and I definitely got a little down and dirty out there with 
some flirty and a few downright sexy kisses too. About the time we 
realized some girl, across the dance floor from us, was taking pictures Jay 


decided it was time to leave. Everyone else appeared to still be having a 
good time so we just decided to Uber it back to the hotel after I sent Trav 
a text and Jay sent one to Jer and Micah letting them know we were 
headed out. 

As soon as we got word our ride was there, Jay took my hand in his 
and led me out of the club to a flurry of photographers snapping pictures. 
When Jay realized what was going on, he pulled me closer, tucking me 
into his side as we dodged assholes with no respect for personal space all 
the way to our awaiting Uber. 

I could see how being a rock star sucked sometimes. Something simple, 
like leaving a club with someone was immediately everyone’s business 
and then speculation would begin. It already had. Question had been 
lobbed at us with each click of the camera shutters. 

“Who is your friend, Jay?” 

“Where is Lydia?” 

“Are you and Jay together? What’s your name, sweetheart?” 

“Sky Reynolds was escorted out earlier yelling your name, any 
comments?” 

“T’ve seen that chick with you before, is she more than a groupie?” 

And on, and on, and on they went. “How do you deal with that all the 
time?” 

“Normally, I don’t have to. When I was with Lydia they thought I was 
boring and went after the other guys. Mags and I had it easy. Well, she 
did after the idiots figured out she was a band member and not some sort 
of hanger on.” He chuckled at the memory. The driver already knew our 
destination so as soon as we’d gotten in he’d taken off. 

“We have a couple cars following. Did you want me to drive around 
and see if I can lose them?” 

“No need, but I appreciate the offer,” Jay told him. “The press already 
knows which hotel we’re staying in. I'll give the hotel a call to have 
security on standby though. 

We did not go our separate ways once we made it inside the hotel. 
Instead, Jay held my hand all the way to his room, and didn’t stop 
holding it until after the door was shut and locked behind us. Once the 
door was locked, Jay turned back to me and wasted no time in claiming 


me as his. That beautiful mouth of his descended on mine with a slight 
slant of his head to make sure we lined up just so. I opened for him, and 
we were both immediately lost to the kiss as we had been that night on 
the dance floor in Philly. 

This time things were different though. We no longer had an audience 
to be concerned about. Our hands were everywhere, exploring each other, 
divesting one another of our clothing in record time, and then he scooped 
me up and took me to the bed. “We won’t have this luxury of privacy 
often over the next few months, so we’re going to make full use of it 
tonight, Ev.” 

“Yeah we are,” I agreed with him, before I took his mouth with mine as 
he gently laid me down on the bed. It was then that he backed away, 
taking his body heat with him, and allowing the chill air of the room to 
sweep over me. My pleading moan had him smiling down at me. The 
moonlight, shining in through the slight crack in the curtains covering the 
window, was the only illumination we had to see by. It was probably a 
good thing we were on the fifth floor, but also, it bathed everything in a 
magical feel. 

“Don’t worry, babe, just grabbing a condom.” It took him very little 
time to come back to me, thankfully. When he did, Jay wasted no time in 
making up for his absence as he dove between my legs and proved his 
mouth was just as talented elsewhere as it had been when kissing my lips. 
Jay’s calloused fingers trailed up my thighs leaving delightful sensations 
in their wake. He continued moving them further up and across my hips, 
belly, and then to my chest where he kneaded my breasts as his tongue 
worked its magic on my clit. Before long, one of those hands traveled 
back down south and probed at my opening. He pumped a single finger 
into me at first, then two. 

“So tight, Ev,” he groaned as he curled his fingers and moved them in a 
come hither motion at just the right spot while simultaneously latching 
onto me with his mouth and sucking deep. There was a brief realization 
that Jay was an incredibly talented multitasker, just before my exploded 
in a symphony of sensations, then there was a blissful nothing. 

As I lie there, trying to process and come back to myself, I was aware of 
twinkling lights in my vision as pleasure and tingling heat swamped my 


body and took me over the edge once more. “Jesus, baby, so fuckin’ 
sweet,” Jay was mumbling when I came back down to earth to see he 
hadn’t gone far, as he was still perched there with his shoulders between 
my legs. He grinned up at me, a very self-satisfied, smug smirk plastered 
to his beautiful face. “Welcome back, baby.” 

“Shut it,” I huffed out as a blush stole across my chest, neck, and face. 

Jay moaned upon seeing it, as he ripped open the condom wrapper and 
suited up. “Are you ready for me, Ev?” He asked as he moved up my 
body, lining us up in the missionary position. 

“So ready,” I whimpered. 

No more words were spoken as he lined everything up and pushed 
forward, filling me for the first time. A groan escaped at me the feel of 
him full and deep inside me reaching places that my previous two lovers 
had never been. Jay was a well endowed man, and I was beginning to feel 
the difference. The slight discomfort and stretching quickly gave way to 
pleasure as he began to move inside me while whispering all sorts of 
sweet things in my ear. “So fuckin’ perfect, babe.” The curtain of his hair 
fell forward, swinging just over the tips of my breasts with each of his 
movements, teasing and gentle in their added sensations. I vowed then, 
that he should never beautiful blond locks off while we were together. 

Before long, he switched things up, moving to his knees and pulling my 
legs up so they rested on his shoulders again, then he bent me over 
somewhat, tipping my hips, and hit a spot deep inside me that had me 
seeing stars. I hadn’t even realized that I’d been hanging on the edge of 
another orgasm. I called his name, God’s, Jesus, hell I probably called out 
every divine being ever in the history of man, because I had never 
climaxed during actual intercourse before. Jay wasn’t done though. The 
man was a goddamn machine, and he proved it when we switched 
positions yet again, with him behind me, and me on my knees with my 
head and shoulders sunk down into the silky smooth sheets of the bed. I’d 
like to say Jay pounded a rhythm Id never forget, but I was so blissed out 
that I didn’t even realize what was going on until he had me coming 
again, hard. So hard that I think I actually did pass out for a few seconds 
that time. 

When I came back to the world, Jay was finding his own release as he 


slammed into me one more time while one arm cradled around my waist, 
holding my boneless body up. Then his front met my back as he rested, 
and attempted to catch his breath a moment, before rolling us down to 
our sides on the bed. We stayed connected through the movement 
somehow, and didn’t slip apart until Jay leaned down to plant a kiss on 
my shoulder. 

“Be right back, babe, gonna take care of this.” I might have moaned out 
my response, because he just chuckled as he got up gave a playful swat to 
my ass. He took off after that, into the bathroom, to handle the condom 
situation. Surprisingly though, he came back with a warm wash cloth and 
proceeded to clean me up as well. “I think you squirted a little that last 
time, babe,” he informed me. 

“Really?” I asked in wonder, because that too was a first for me. “I’ve 
never done any of that before.” 

“Any of what?” 

“You know, I’ve had sex before, just I never got there while someone 
was inside of me, and certainly never to the point where I was coming so 
hard things started squirting.” 

“J don’t know whether to laugh about how you put things, feel bad for 
that younger you, or stand up to receive the gold medal in fucking, babe,” 
Jay teased and I swatted him on the hip as he spooned in behind me, 
lining our bodies up as he pulled the covers over us. It wasn’t long after 
that when I drifted off to sleep feeling complete with Jay there. I was so 
damn satisfied that my eyes wouldn’t stay open, even as I willed myself to 
enjoy the moment with him wrapped around me so sweetly. 

That was night and day to how I woke the next morning in his hotel 
bed, alone. To add to the devastation, a quick check of the time on my 
phone became me coming face-to-face with a picture of me online 
captioned as the “home-wrecking ho” that Jay cheated on Lydia with. 
Well, the media definitely got that shit all kinds of wrong since Jay and I 
were both recent victims of cheating scandals that just never went public. 
Apparently, the truth doesn’t sell as well as made up bullshit did. I was 
staring at my phone, wondering where Jay was, and if I had dreamed the 
whole night when Jay came back into the room. 

“Hey babe, sorry about not being here to wake up with you. My phone 


kept ringing, and I stepped out to deal with some shit.” 

I held up my phone with the pictures of from last night on the screen. 
“You mean this shit?” 

“Yeah, the guys at the label are working on it as we speak,” he 
informed me. I simply nodded at him. “We have to get going soon.” I 
noticed then, that he hadn’t returned empty handed. He had both of our 
travel bags slung over his shoulder and was carrying two very large cups 
of coffee. 

“Oh, you are a saint, sir!” I exclaimed, as I jumped up in all my naked 
glory to retrieve one of those cups from his hands. 

“Babe,” he called out to me as his eyes swept over my body. 

“Hmm,” I responded as I took my first sip. I was absolutely elated to 
find that Jay had remembered me talking about missing my favorite 
coffee! He had gotten me a white chocolate mocha with two pumps of 
raspberry. “You remembered,” I whispered after my first sip. 

He smiled down at me, kissed my head, and then swatted my ass as he 
walked by, as he stooped to pick up my shirt from where it landed the 
night before. “I did. But babe, you really have to get dressed, because the 
busses pull out in less than an hour and we still have to get back to the 
arena to get on board.” 

“Shit!” I set the coffee down and ran around like a maniac, trying to 
find where everything had been discarded the night before. Then, I got 
dressed, snagged my coffee and we were out the door and headed for the 
bus. 


“Everly!” My brother called my name animatedly as he he found his 
way to T.LE.’s bus. We had just arrived in Baltimore, and it was the first 
time I’d seen him since the club, but the worry in his eyes told me he had 
already seen the shit that was being written about me online. 

“What’s up, Trav?” I tried for unaffected, but my voice wobbled a bit 
and gave me away. 

“Come here,” he didn’t wait for me to move as he said it though. 
Instead, my big brother’s arms wrapped around me, as he pulled me into 


one of his crushing hugs. “I called Miles this morning to see what we 
could do,” he began, but I cut him off. 

“Nothing. I mean, even if Jay denied the rumors and speculation, it’s 
out there and people will choose to believe whatever they want.” 

The sad smile he gave me, let me know that was probably the news he 
had to deliver too. “Yeah, that’s pretty much what Miles said. I’m really 
sorry, Ev, for both of you. Jay’s a decent guy, and doesn’t deserve the 
reputation of being a cheater any more than you deserve to be labeled a 
home wrecker, especially after what both of you just went through. It 
sucks. What’s worse is someone from the VIP area took those pictures.” 

I gave my brother a knowing look. “Two guesses as to who might have 
been ‘their inside source’. Anyone could have taken the pictures, but the 
things said by the ‘unnamed source’ sounded a lot like a certain Dusty 
Rose guitarist, which ’m sure gave the story credence enough for those 
so-called reporters to run with it. 

My phone ringing had me pulling away from the comfort of my 
brother’s hug. When I saw it was Deacon, I cringed, wondering if this was 
the moment when he would pull my internship for being unprofessional. 
“Hello?” I asked with trepidation in my voice. 

“Everly,” Deacon responded in a rather chipper, upbeat tone. 

“Um look...” I started, but he cut me off. 

“Calm down, Ev. We’ve expected this kind of thing since we put you 
with the band. If it weren’t Jay, they would have made some innocuous 
image of you with one of the other guys look sensational just so they had 
a story to post about the band. You’re basically the fresh female meat on 
tour, after all.” He was laughing as he said that, clearly unbothered. 
“That’s not why I called. Well, it is, but I wanted to give both you and Jay 
a heads up about a feature story that’s about to drop within the hour. Is 
he nearby?” 

I glanced around the bus, but didn’t see him, so Travis went to look. As 
it turned out, he had been sitting in the back lounge with Jeremiah and 
Evan, so I wandered back and put my phone on speaker. “Okay, Jay, 
Jeremiah, Evan, and Travis are here with me,” I explained to Deacon so 
he knew they could all hear what he had to say. 

“T have an insider over at Star Power Magazine,” Deacon started. 


“That rag? Why?” Jeremiah asked. 

“For exactly this reason, so that we can be prepared for the shitstorm 
before it rains a mess down on us like they’re about to do,” Deacon 
informed Jer in a scolding manner. “It seems one of their reporters, and I 
use that term loosely, had a sit down chat with Lydia Mercier this 
morning, and she was quote-unquote devastated to find out Jay has been 
less than faithful while he’s been on tour.” 

“What in the hell is that bitch lying for?” Jay fumed. 

“My guess would be a paycheck, since Miles went by your apartment 
with your mom, and boxed up your stuff to store, so that Lydia couldn’t 
sell it all to the highest bidder.” 

“Well, Pll have to tell them both ‘thanks’ for that. I didn’t think she’d be 
such an insufferable cunt-bag, since I was letting her stay there until I got 
back.” 

“Yeah, well, a witness who is supposedly close to the band, spoke about 
how you two — Jay and Ev — were damn near fucking on the dance floor 
in Philly and then again last night in Atlanta.” 

“Sky.” We all said at once. 

“Sky who?” Deacon asked cautiously. 

“Sky Reynolds,” Evan answered. “She’s had a weird obsession with Jay 
for years, and she was pissed when he rejected her, even though he’s no 
longer with Lydia. She was especially angered that he seemed to be close 
with Ev now.” 

“Sky Reynolds of Dusty Rose?” Deacon asked. 

“One in the same,” Jay answered and we all heard a multitude of 
cursing in the background. Surprisingly, not all of it was coming from 
Deacon. 

“Rich, um Mr. Price, and Miles are here and joined in my chat with you 
guys.” 

“Sky is under contract with Masters Records,” the record label CEO 
bellowed out. “I will deal with her. Speaking to press negatively, about 
any band or member under our label, is expressly forbidden in all of your 
contracts. Keep that in mind should you think of retaliating in any way.” 

“Yeah,” Miles added. “Everly is the only one not contractually tied up 
by Masters Records so if anyone has to name drop...” he let his suggestion 


trail off. 

“Enough, Miles!” Richard Price yelled out, but it was too little, too late. 
I already got the gist of what Miles was trying to convey to me. 
“Obviously, we would prefer you not make a bigger mess of things.” 

“Actually,” Jay spoke up. “I warned Sky last night, that if she caused 
any more trouble for me, a restraining order would be in the works. This 
is my heads up to you that I’m making that happen and it will be a matter 
of public record.” He took a breath while everyone let that bit of news 
sink in. “As for Lydia, she signed a non-disclosure agreement that 
restricted her from talking to the press about anyone in the band without 
our consent. So, let’s get the lawyers on that too. Thanks for that bit of 
wisdom and foresight, Miles.” 

“No problem. Sorry for the circumstances, but glad you have it to use 
now that you need it. The problem is, we don’t have time to stop the 
story from coming out. The NDR is Lydia’s problem, not Star Power’s. 
They'll run the story anyway in hopes of forcing you to give them an 
exclusive in order to refute her claims.” 

“Okay, well let’s not make any hasty statements just yet,” Jay 
requested. “I’d rather give it a couple days and see how things play out in 
case there’s more than one surprise on the horizon.” 

“Sounds like a plan,” Mr. Price said with a grunt of agreement from 
Miles too. 

“Are you okay with all of this, Everly? I know you’re new to our world, 
and just got dumped into the boiling pot.” 

“Am I okay with made up stories painting me a home wrecking whore? 
No, I most definitely am not. As far as how it gets handled, do what you 
need to, because there’s no erasing any of it now. No matter what we 
have to say at this point, there will always be those people who believe 
the lies.” 

“Well,” Deacon huffed out. “You just stole the speech I had prepared 
for you. We’ll do what we can to spin the truth in a way that doesn’t look 
like a contrived cover up of Lydia and Sky’s story. Give us a few days, and 
I promise it will get better.” 

“Actually,” Jeremiah spoke up, but it was the nasty little gleam in his 
eyes that said it all. “Micah has a time-stamped video of Lydia getting 


nailed backstage by Dylan from Seduction & Sacrifice. It clearly has Dylan 
talking about how he and Lydia had been a thing for over a year.” 

“Td rather not use that,” Jay added quickly. “At least, only use it as a 
last resort. Give me a few days and we'll make a decision. I may have a 
less painful solution.” 

“Whatever you think is best, Jay. In the meantime, we'll get the 
lawyers on top of handling Ms. Mercier and Ms. Reynolds for the breaches 
in their signed agreements. I can also facilitate a restraining order to keep 
both women from Jay and Everly.” Miles adding my name to the 
restraining order floored me, but I guess I understood. 

“That sounds great, Miles. Just let me know if you need anything from 
my end.” 

Deacon took over the call again. “Everly, if you need anything, don’t 
hesitate to call. In the meantime, you and Jay should probably try to stay 
out of the spotlight together. In private spaces, do whatever you want, 
just make sure they’re really private. That advice is a for now only type 
thing, not a forever edict.” 

“Okay, thanks Deacon.” I told him as he hung up in his usual rude way. 

“Well, hell,” Micah stated, even though he’d missed the first half of the 
call. “If ever there was a glaring, blazing, flashing warning sign against 
relationships and crazy women you’ve handed it to us, Jay. Love ‘em and 
leave ‘em is way safer.” 

“Hey asshole, show some respect!” My brother told him as he indicated 
me with a tip of his head. I couldn’t help but notice that Jay said nothing 
in my defense. Micah only blanched slightly when he realized his mistake 
in forgetting my part in the whole mess. The worst thing about it, was 
that I wasn’t entirely certain what part I played anymore. Jay and I hadn’t 
talked about what we were to one another. We definitely hadn’t discussed 
being exclusive or in a relationship, and now after he sat quietly, not 
defending me against Micah’s anti-relationship endorsement, I had to 
wonder if that talk would ever happen. Maybe, this whole debacle with 
Lydia and Sky in the media was too much for Jay, and I would no longer 
be worth the problems that would come with dating me. 


12 —- SWALLOW IT DOWN 


Never before in my life, had I had to contemplate shutting my social 
media sites down, until now. People were truly horrible. How they 
managed to obtain my e-mail address, was beyond me, but luckily they 
only had my university e-mail. The very same e-mail the police now had 
access to, thanks to death threats lobbed against me by cheated-on 
women everywhere. They apparently wanted to make me the whipping 
boy for home-wreckers the world over. Never mind that I was the person 
cheated on not long ago, or that Jay was actually the victim of cheating 
in his previous relationship with Lydia — the lying whore - Mercier. No, 
forget all that, because since that bitch lied about her relationship status, 
I’ve had every kind of hate and vitriol lobbed at me that you could think 


of. 

You know what’s worse than all those things that strangers had to say 
about me? What was worse, was that the man who could do something 
about it, did absolutely nothing instead. Oh, but wait, because shit just 
kept rolling downhill for me. Jay not making any public statements 
defending my honor - or his own for that matter - was nothing compared 
to the relative cold shoulder treatment I received from him these days. 
He’d had barely two words to say to me in the past few days since the 
story broke. More pictures of Jay and me had been posted. 

We looked so happy, carefree, and totally into each other in those 
images. Needless to say, it tore a chunk out of my heart every time Jay 
purposely avoided me at the venues, on the bus, and at the diner where 
the two bands had dinner together. I ended up leaving when I realized I 
was the only non-band member in attendance, despite being invited by 
Mags and Trav. 

Jay was seated solidly between Evan and Jeremiah, and from the looks 
of things, there hadn’t been an extra seat available at the table for me 
anyway. Yes, I counted. So, while Mags was busy telling the hostess who 
we were to be seated with, I told her I was going to hit up the bathroom. 
Instead, I hailed a cab back to the venue and heated up a can of 
SpaghettiOs to eat alone on the bus. I didn’t have much of a social life in 
high school or college, but I’d honestly never felt so isolated in all my life. 
Thankfully, my best friend’s radar must have gone off, because she texted 
when I was half way through my lonely-ohs dinner. 

Ainsley: Hey bestie, how are you handling things? 

Everly: Truth or sugar-coated lies? 

Ainsley: Truth, always. 

Everly: This sucks. I’m the villain, even though I’m not really. Jay isn’t 
really talking to me anymore. Can’t blame him. His stellar rep is tarnished 
because he was seen with me. I’m eating SpaghettiOs, straight from the can, 
alone, and I miss your face! 

Ainsley: Wow! 

Ainsley: First — you are NOT the villain. Fuck those assholes! 

Ainsley: Second — Fuck Jay too! If he’d announced his split from that 
whor,e none of this would be happening. Also, I haven’t seen him even try to 


set the record straight. So, double-fuck him! 

Ainsley: Third — You’re too beautiful to be eating alone; obviously, I know 
this and had perfect timing with my text. © 

Trav: Mags says you went “potty.” You’ve been in there a while. You 
blowing shit up, or what? 

Ainsley: Fourth — I miss your face too. I’m coming home early. Will be here 
for graduation if you’re walking. 

Mags: Oh my God! I’m scared now! Just checked bathroom and you’re not 
there. 

Jay: You okay? Mags is freaking out. 

Trav: WHERE ARE YOU? 

My phone started ringing then. I couldn’t ignore my brother, since he 
was worried. So, I answered reluctantly. Very reluctantly. “Hey, I’m fine. 
I’m back on the bus. Sorry to worry everyone. It looked like a band only 
thing, and I wasn’t feeling well.” 

“Bullshit, Sis. What the fuck? You were here, you ditched and everyone 
was in a fucking panic when they realized you weren’t in the bathroom.” 

“Sorry. I texted Mags from the cab, but apparently it didn’t go 
through.” True story. Only, I was just now seeing the red exclamation 
point indicating a problem with sending the text earlier. I took a 
screenshot of my text page and sent it to Mags with an apology while my 
brother continued to rant. 

“With everything going on, we were worried you had been hurt or 
kidnapped by some crazy person, Everly. Jesus, don’t do that shit again. 
You just aged me like five years.” The guilt over worrying my brother 
that way, gnawed at my insides. “Call mom, please. She’s worried too.” 

“What did you do? Tell me you didn’t tell her I was missing!” 

I could hear the answer in his tone as he hemmed and hawed. “Well, 
you didn’t answer my text. I thought maybe she’d heard from you.” 

“J just got your text like two minutes ago, Trav. I’ve been talking to 
Ainsley. Christ, now mom’s gonna freak out again. She already begged me 
to come home five times since all of this started. I finally got her calmed 
down. Damn it, Travis!” 

“Sorry,” he said. “Hey, Mags and Jay want a word.” 

“Just tell them I’m fine. I’m talking to Ainsley and she’s on 


International hold. Love you, bye.” I hung up after spewing my little 
white lie. Technically, I was talking to Ainsley, just through text. 
Speaking of, a flurry of new texts awaited me. 

Ainsley: HELLO? Please, say I didn’t make you mad! 

Mags: I can’t believe you ditched me! © 

Jay: Please, let us know you’re okay. 

Ainsley: I’m sorry for whatever I said that upset you. 

Everly (to Ainsley): I’m fine. Not upset. Trav called. He was worried 
because of my disappearing act. 

Everly (to Mags): Sorry, I just couldn’t be there. 

Mags: You could have told me. I would have ditched out with you. Where 
did you go? 

Everly (to Mags): Bus. 

Mags: What are you eating? There’s nothing there! 

Everly (to Mags): SpaghettiOs. Dinner of champion PAs. 

Everly (to Ainsley): BTW — Can’t walk for graduation. They say I’m a 
security risk due to publicity and the death threats received through my 
university e-mail account. 

Ainsley: Oh no! Does Trav know? 

Everly: No, and we’re not telling him. I still get my diploma through the 
mail. My internship is almost over, so I’ll be back soon anyway. We'll get to 
hang out. 

It hit me then that she’d talked about being there for graduation. She 
shouldn’t have been, since she was busy in Europe. 

Everly: Why are you back from Europe early, anyway? 

Ainsley: Long story! The longest! Today is about your drama. We’ll make 
tomorrow about me! © 

Everly: lol I’d give anything to NOT have a dedicated drama day. 

Ainsley: You and me both, chicky-poo. 

Everly: I have to call my mom. Trav worried her, like an idiot. 

Ainsley: Okay. Talk to mom. I love you. If you need me — call! Any time! I 
mean it. 

Everly: Same! Love you too! 

It occurred to me as I dialed my mom, that Mags never texted back. I 
assumed that meant we were good. I wasn’t used to how she behaved in 


text since we were always together in person instead. While I was busy 
placating my mom and reassuring her that her son was crazy I texted Jay 
back too. 

Me (to Jay): I’m fine. Ate on bus. Text failure earlier. Sorry to worry 
anyone. Have a good dinner. 

No response came back from Jay either, so I figured we were back to 
only speaking when necessary about work. Fantastic. I spent the better 
part of the next 15 minutes tuning my mom’s speech out about how I 
should just come home and find a job as some CEO’s assistant. She totally 
did not understand my dreams at all, which was crazy considering she 
was the one encouraging me to find fun and adventure when I left home. 
My dad had been silent about all of it. So, I really didn’t even know where 
he stood. To be sure, he was talking to Travis about everything. That’s 
how those two operated. A commotion outside the bus caught my 
attention and gave me an excuse to finally hang up with my mom, and 
put my thoughts on hold. 

The closer I got to the front of the bus, the clearer the voices became. 
“Dude, I’ve never seen my sister so bummed out. You need to fix this 
shit,” my brother was saying — very loudly. 

“Tm working on it, Travis.” I knew Jay’s exasperated tone wouldn’t go 
over well with Trav. 

“Really? It’s been days. You’ve said exactly nothing. You’ve done 
exactly nothing. There are more, and worse, rumors out there about 
Everly now, and the shit people are saying is fucking horrible. Every day 
that you stay quiet, she’s being attacked even more. They don’t even care 
that you’re the one who supposedly cheated on your long-time girlfriend. 
They’re making it seem like my evil, succubus of a sister tricked you into 
falling dick first into her.” 

“What the fuck do you want from me?” Jay yelled then. “I said I was 
working on it. Well, fucking lawyers with the studio are, behind the 
scenes shit takes time before it all comes together. I’m fuckin’ working on 
it, man.” 

“Well, while you work on it, how about you stop being a dick to my 
sister. She’s going through enough and none of it is her fault!” 

“IT haven’t been a dick,” Jay disagreed, though his voice had grown 


much quieter as he spoke those words, as if he was having trouble 
believing them. 

“Really? Have you said more than five words to her this week? Were 
those words about anything other than work? Jesus man, you go from 
being best buddies, to sucking face with her publicly, and then basically 
ghosting her while living in the same space, all because your ex-girlfriend 
- and another girl who is obsessed with you - caused this drama to 
explode epically. They did this shit! Not Everly. Stop punishing my sister 
for something that was...” My brother trailed off laughing, and not in a 
good way. “I was about to say for something she had just as little control 
over as you did, but honestly you’ve always had more control over the 
entire situation than she has. You’ve just done nothing with it, and she’s 
had to follow your silent-ass lead. What part of that strikes you as not 
being a dick?” 

“Fuck!” Jay hissed out. “I didn’t mean to. The lawyers told me to keep 
space between us until everything was settled.” 

“Publicly. I was there when Miles said not to be seen publicly. So, 
what’s your excuse for the rest of the time? What’s the reason you can’t 
call or text? What’s the reason you won’t even acknowledge her on the 
bus you share?” 

“T texted tonight,” he offered up sheepishly. 

“Pft, when we thought she’d been kidnapped or something? Nice. What 
about yesterday? The day before? Have you bothered to ask her how she’s 
handling shit lately? It’s hard on her. She’s new to all of this. She doesn’t 
have a whole lot of friends to lean on, and the ones she has here, she 
won’t because they’re your friends first. If I know my sister, she would 
never put them in the position of possibly having to choose sides, and 
mostly because she thinks she’d end up on the losing end of that battle 
anyway. She’s the new girl, the intern, easily replaced and forgotten. The 
way you’ve been acting since this shit went down, just taught her how 
right she is about that too.” 

I couldn’t listen to their conversation any longer. I was so freaking 
tired. Exhausted, really. Instead of listening in on a conversation not 
meant for me — even while being about me — I took my very tired, very 
disappointed self, to my bunk, climbed in, put my ear buds in, turned up 


the volume to drown out any possible noise, and closed myself off from 
the world with my privacy curtains. The guys didn’t have a concert that 
night, which was why they were able to meet for dinner together. They 
had an early evening concert at some small festival event tomorrow 
instead. Fuck my responsibilities, because I was taking a night off too. 


I awoke to hushed voices speaking from the lounge area beyond the 
bunks. “What are you doing, Jay? Even I don’t understand what’s taking 
so long” 

“Mags, I promise everything is being handled, okay? Trust me. It'll all 
get worked out after today, hopefully.” 

“You realize she slept like 13 hours, right? That’s not normal. Everly is 
not okay. No matter what kind of smile she plasters on her pretty face to 
fake her way through each day, her heart is broken.” 

“T know,” Jay said, voice softer. “If I could take it all away instantly, I 
would. Of everyone involved, Everly deserves this shit the least, as in not 
at all. She’s suffering what should be Lydia’s karma. Don’t think I’m not 
aware of that.” 

“You’d be a moron not to know that. I’m just waiting for someone - 
anyone at this point - to help fix it. She’s my friend. I don’t like seeing 
her upset.” I heard Mags walk by, hesitating momentarily outside of my 
bunk, and leaving traces of her vanilla scent behind as she chose not to 
disturb me on her way out. 

It didn’t matter though. I was done hiding. I was definitely done with 
my own personal pity party too. My butt was getting up, getting dressed, 
grabbing breakfast, and hopefully some answers too. 

As soon as I rolled — less than gracefully — out of bed I came face to face 
with a cleaned up, well-dressed version of my usual rocker-styled Jay. 
Even his long, silky blond hair was pulled back into a sleek ponytail, 
secured at the base of his neck with some sort of leather strap. 

“Hey,” he greeted me, in a bit of roughened voice. 

“Hi,” I answered back. “Look, we need to talk, so I was thinking we 
could grab breakfast and kill two birds with one stone?” My loosely 


formed plan rolled out before I could pull the words back as Jay visibly 
winced at my suggestion. 

“Can we talk after the show tonight? I have a breakfast meeting with,” 
his eyes shifted away awkwardly as he stumbled over the next words. 
“The lawyers, and um, our publicist.” He glanced down at his phone. “I 
need to get going to meet them on time.” I just stared at him as he backed 
away, turned, and hauled ass off the bus. I was pretty sure that I would 
have heard about such a meeting from Deacon, but truthfully, I was 
honestly flabbergasted by the whole process so far. 

I dialed Travis on my cell then. “Do you want to do breakfast?” 

“Sure, hurry up, because the guys and I were about to hit up this joint 
Jeremiah talked about last night. Supposedly, it has award winning 
French toast.” 

“Okay, nothing fancy, right?” I glanced down at yesterday’s wrinkled 
jeans and sweater. I tossed the sweater, in exchange for a Fourth Down 
band t-shirt, and spruced up my non-existent deodorant situation before 
putting my hair in a ponytail and pulling it through a Baltimore Orioles 
ball cap. I did manage to brush the gnarly sweaters off my funky teeth 
though. “No wonder he bolted so quickly,” I told my reflection. 

“Not going to go missing in action to the bathroom on us, are you?” 
David joked as I walked off the bus to find the guys standing beside one 
of those minivan-style taxicabs. 

“Ha! No, I do not plan on ditching you twice in a row. Besides,” I told 
them jokingly, “I ate the last can of SpaghettiOs last night. No way can I 
make it through the day on stale Ritz Crackers.” 

“Why so low on supplies?” Chris asked. 

“With only two more stops before the last U.S. leg of the tour is over, 
Deacon warned me not to do anymore heavy shopping for the buses.” 

“Holy crap! I didn’t even realize we were so close to the European leg 
of the tour. I mean, I knew, but...” Drew marveled. 

“Time flies,” my brother agreed, and as if to reiterate his statement, we 
pulled up to our breakfast spot, aptly named, The Breakfast Spot. 
Apparently, it was a big deal in the area. We were in Orlando, since that 
was where the concert festival was that the guys would be playing later. 
Well, the members of T.I.E. were set to play. Fourth Down had joined the 


tour too late to get on the bill for the festival. It kind of made me miss 
being the PA for Fourth Down, since they would have the whole day off, 
but T.I.E. had to show up later for their set, which meant so did I. 

Once we were seated, my bladder reminded me that I ignored it in my 
rush to get ready earlier, so as to not keep the guys waiting. “Make sure I 
get coffee and plenty of creamer when the waitress comes around. I need 
to pee.” 

“Okay. I’m giving you 10 minutes, max, before we send a search party 
this time,” my brother teased. 

“Whatever,” I laughed as I stood and made my way through the maze 
of tables to the back of the restaurant. It wasn’t until I was finished and 
on my way back to the table that a familiar voice caught my attention. 

“You're late,” I heard Jay say blandly. 

“Aw, babe, I hit traffic. The hotel you put me up in last night isn’t 
exactly close by.” I stood with only the upper half of my body visible to 
the room; the lower half still hovered behind the wall that separated the 
bathroom hallway from all the seating. It was like straddling two worlds. 
As Lydia moved in for a hug, the line between those worlds became much 
clearer. There was the one behind me where I was clueless and naive, 
versus the path before me, where the guy I’d been falling hard for, not 
only lied to my face this morning, refused to stand up for me in public 
and set the record straight, but was in the arms of his equally lying 
cheater of a girlfriend while out getting breakfast he was supposedly 
having with lawyers and publicists. 

Oh, be still my bleeding heart - because I wasn’t sure it was actually 
beating any longer, but to add insult to injury I got to take a cell phone 
picture, of her lips on his, in the middle of a very crowded, very public, 
restaurant. A place where I wasn’t the only idiot getting photo evidence 
of the encounter. I moved fast to get back to the guys in the front of the 
restaurant. 

“Hey, I hate to do this after all the jokes, but I have to get back to the 
bus.” 

“What? Why?” My brother asked rather loudly, and it was only then 
that I realized Jay and Lydia were just on the other side of a flimsy faux 
room-divider from where we’d been seated. I needed to get out of this as 


quickly and painlessly as possible. 

“Female issues,” I blurted, as if I was embarrassed. 

“What?” The minute I saw the lightbulb click on in my brother’s head 
he wrinkled his nose and grumbled. “Don’t they have stuff for that in the 
girl’s bathrooms? Like condom dispensers for feminine yuk?” 

“Feminine yuk?” I asked quietly, while rolling my eyes. “No, they don’t. 
Not here, anyway.” I faked a good squirm at that point, like I was 
uncomfortably leaking. Gross, I know, but desperate times and all. “This 
is embarrassing enough, [’d rather not have a visible issue in front of a 
crowd Trav. See ya later!” 

I was in a cab, back to the bus, in less than two minutes, where I shot a 
text off to Deacon. 

Everly: I have graduation this weekend. I know I can’t walk the stage, but 
I’d like to pick up my diploma, see family, and maybe work on lying low for a 
few days, away from the tour, in hopes that things calm down. 

Deacon: The guys have a show graduation night, so they can’t be in 
Virginia with you. 

Everly: I’m aware. 

Deacon: Okay, if that’s what you want to do. I’d like to meet with you out 
there, and discuss contracts, so I’ll send Greg back to fill in and shove a temp 
at Fourth Down for now. They don’t have any extras scheduled for the rest of 
the stateside tour anyway. 

Everly: Sounds good. Let me know when you can get to VA and we’ll make 
plans. 

The cab pulled up as I finished my text, and I was able to track down 
Jordon, Fourth Down’s main bus driver, to help me get my extra luggage 
from overflow storage under the bus. 

Before anyone even got back from breakfast, or whatever other plans 
they had, I was already on my way to the airport. Lady Luck was on my 
side at the airport too. There was a flight with open seats heading to 
Richmond in under an hour. I purchased said ticket, checked my bags, 
made it through security, and to my terminal just as boarding was 
announced. Awesome. My going home was clear sailing all the way. That 
had to be a sign that I was doing the right thing. 

At least everything was perfect until I landed at the airport in 


Richmond and turned my phone back on. Then all hell seemed to break 
loose. 

Trav: WTF IS GOIN ON, EV? 

Chris: You okay? 

Drew: I saw them too. Hope that’s not why you left. 

Drew’s text is what started my tears flowing. I just didn’t have the 
strength to hold back anymore, but there were plenty more messages 
waiting for me, so I tried, and failed, to dry my eyes. Then I left the texts 
for when I got home, because my cab driver was already looking twitchy 
about me having an emotional breakdown in his car. 

In my mostly empty apartment, safe and sound, I tucked myself into the 
throw that stayed on the back of the couch. Both had belonged to my 
roommate, and were left there to await her return from Europe. As I 
snuggled down into the throw, I opened my phone again, since I didn’t 
feel up to contemplating why the apartment still felt so empty, 
considering Ainsley said she was back from Europe. Granted, most of our 
stuff had been packed and put into storage before I left for the tour, but 
still, it felt like I should have sensed her presence there or something. 

Deacon: You didn’t tell anyone you were going? 

Mags: What happened? I thought you were staying on through the whole 
tour! 

There were thirteen missed calls showing. Wasn’t thirteen an unlucky 
number? I groaned. 

Jay: Got back from breakfast meeting & everyone is freaking out because 
you’re gone. Where are you? Why aren’t you answering calls? 

Well, I debated with myself for a solid 30 seconds before deciding how 
to respond to that as well as everyone else. His meeting. I scoffed out 
loud, not that anyone could hear me, but it reminded me that I had taken 
a picture of what his meeting looked like that morning. I queued up the 
photo I took of Jay in a lip-lock with Lydia, and added text to the 
message, before sending it to Jay. 

Everly (picture attached): Nice breakfast meeting with lawyers and 
publicists. Who knew ALL musicians were really lying, cheating assholes? Not 
me, but I’m learning. 

Everly (to everyone, but Jay): Home for graduation. Collecting diploma, 


celebrating with family. Best of luck with rest of the tour. xoxo — Ev 

Jay: I swear to you, it’s not what it looks like, Ev. Please, talk to me. 

Everly: I was there. Took that pic myself. It was exactly what it looked like, 
including you setting her up in a hotel for the night. You lied. If it’s not what it 
looked like, you would have been honest and up front about her being there, 
about your real meeting, and whatever else you were lying about. Other people 
were taking pictures too, not just me. You made me look exactly the way 
they’re painting me to be in the tabloids! I don’t know if that was intentional or 
not, but the damage was done either way. I have nothing more to say to you. 

And with that said, I turned my phone off again and cried for 
everything I’d been through because of stupid rocker boys, and even 
dumber me, in the past few months. Hell, I was missing my graduation 
from university because of death threats prompted by other people’s lies. 
I worked so hard for my degree, and now I had to scamper away and 
receive it under cover, instead of accepting it with pride in front of my 
family, friends, and peers. 

It was one thing to have my heart tread on, but to have my dreams torn 
out from under me too, sucked big gnarly balls! 


13 - AINSLEY MAGIC 


“Rise and shine, chicky-poo!” A ridiculously vivacious voice called out to 
me from a dream where my toaster was angrily chasing me down, 
because I forgot to remove the toast slices. It was probably for the best 
that the dream ended when it did. I’m not sure my psyche could handle 
the “how to” of angry toaster revenge. 

Something flitted across my nose causing a supremely violent ticklish 
reaction, which had me thrashing about for the offending spider, creature, 
or possibly under-the-bed toaster monster. “There she is,” my best friend 
giggled as I peeled one eye open. Then it dawned on me that she was 
actually here. 

“Oh my God, Ainsley!” I squealed as I attempted to launch my still 


sleep-stiffened body towards her for a hug. My flying hug attempt was 
promptly thwarted by a palm to the face from my former best friend. 
“Ouch! What was that for?” 

“That was because, as much as I love you, I do not need to be singed 
this morning by your nasty dragon breath.” My eyes went wide with her 
implication and I covered my offending morning yuk-mouth while Ainsley 
giggled again. “Sorry,” I mumbled from behind the safety shield of my 
hand. 

“No worries. I could hear your stomach calling for help the minute I 
walked through the door this morning, so I made pancakes. Hurry up and 
brush your fangs. I’ll meet you in the kitchen.” 

After peeling myself off the couch, I took the time to shower, put on 
fresh clothes that I hadn’t worn out on tour yet, and brushed said fangs 
before meeting Ainsley with a solid growl from my stomach. It was the 
sound of appreciation at seeing freshly made pancakes after not eating for 
over 24-hours. “Where were you last night? Too busy with Damien to 
come home?” 

Damien was Ainsley’s boyfriend for the past year, and the guy she was 
still supposed to be in Europe with through the end of the summer. My 
best friend’s normal shiny, happy self seemed to deflate with my question. 
“No, I left him in Europe. He was seeing someone else at the same time as 
me.” She laughed humorlessly then. “He actually wanted us both to be 
okay with it and have some polyamorous love-fest.” Ainsley realized she 
was tearing her napkin into pieces and threw the remainder down on the 
table in front of her. “I’m over it, honestly. I’ve literally had all summer to 
wrap my head around it since he brought both of us to Europe with him.” 

My eyes had bugged out of my head. “I can’t believe you didn’t tell me! 
Or that you stayed this long.” She waved off my concern for her, in 
typical easy, breezy Ainsley fashion. 

“You had your own shit going on with Clay and starting your 
internship. I wasn’t letting anyone run me off of my first time touring 
Europe without my parents either. Besides, I had my room booked 
separately while I was there anyway, since the parents had insisted on 
decorum.” She rolled her eyes. “What I want to know is what are you 
doing home? Did they make you leave the tour because of all the media 


attention?” 

“No, it wasn’t like that.” I then explained what had really been going 
on, and Ainsley - my very best friend in the world — listened to every last 
bit of it without saying a word. 

“Well, men are complete fucking idiots!” 

“Ainsley,” I gasped in mock horror. “Did you just drop the f-bomb in 
casual conversation?” My friend was loath to use curse words, and not 
just because of her stuffy upbringing. Normally, she was simply too 
upbeat and positive to do so in person. Her text conversations were 
another thing, but actually speaking cuss words was very taboo for her. 

She shrugged her shoulders in response. “Talking about liars, cheaters, 
and idiots who can’t rescue the good girl, who deserves rescuing, requires 
f-bomb usage. I can’t believe no on bothered to try to clear your name in 
all this time. I really can’t believe you have to miss out on walking the 
stage at your own graduation because of it,” she commiserated with me. 

“T know. Honestly, that’s probably the worst part. I’ll get over being 
heartbroken eventually, but P’ll never get to have that memory, and I’ve 
dreamed of it for longer than I care to remember.” Ainsley hugged me 
hard, because she knew. I was the girl who never thought to dream of 
that big, princess wedding. No, my dream had always been to flip that 
tassel, toss my cap, and show off my new degree in cheesy pictures while 
wearing the gown of my alma mater. 

“T think what these pancakes needed was an ice cream chaser,” Ainsley 
told me as she went to grab whatever was stocked in the freezer. 

“You know, I am not going to argue against ice cream ever. So, tell me 
how Damien took you leaving him.” He never did strike me as the type of 
guy who would fail to get his way and then not make a big deal about it. 

“IT wouldn’t know. I didn’t tell him I was going, and I blocked his calls 
and texts from my phone, so I also haven’t spoken to him since I came 
home last week. As far as ’m concerned, he doesn’t deserve any more 
from me.” 

“So, what are you going to do now? You were supposed to start work 
with your family when you got back. Have you...” I let my question trail 
off. 

“T don’t think I can do it, Evie. My family was the whole reason I was 


ever in that situation with Damien to begin with. He was the acceptable 
match and met their standards. What he did was horrible. I can’t live that 
kind of lie, and that’s what they’ll push me into, if I go to work for them. 
They'll still have control, because they’ll switch giving me an allowance 
for the paycheck I earn. Even though I’d be working for it, there will be a 
cost that I’m not willing to pay in order to secure that check.” 

“Tm so sorry, Ainsley. On the bright side,” I chirp, while taking a page 
from her normal chipper self. “You have the same degree that I do in 
marketing and public relations. The sky isn’t even the limit, chicky poo! 
You can take on the whole universe, without your parents, if that’s what 
you want to do.” Then a bright idea slapped me in the face. “Hey, why 
don’t I ask Deacon when he comes here? They’re looking to replace the 
personal assistant that was working with Fourth Down. Maybe, he’ll give 
you a trial run or something while we’re in Europe. Greg was awful, so 
you would be a step up no matter what,” I added on a laugh. 

“Gee, thanks for that ringing endorsement. Honestly, that sounds like a 
great idea if he’ll go for it. Pll get my resume together and we can ambush 
him into hiring me.” She brought concerned cornflower blue eyes up to 
meet mine then. “Are you really going to go back though?” 

“Tm not letting anyone run me away from my dream job. I'll just suck 
it up and be professional after my little break, and hopefully you’ll be 
there to have my back too. Oh, and no more dating musicians, just in case 
I end up having to work with them.” 

“You bet your sweet patootie I will see to that,” Ainsley attempted in a 
horrid southern accent. 

“You do realize you’re not a Southern belle, right?” 

She poked her thin lips out in a mock pout. “I know, but darn it, I feel 
like those girls some days, trapped by my family’s intentions. Besides, 
they have the best colloquialisms to use in place of curse words.” I just 
shook my head and continued spoon-feeding myself ice cream. “Anyway, 
even if I don’t get the job, I may just tag along over there anyway for a 
while. It’s not like I need to work right away. I still have the trust fund 
my grandmother left for me that I haven’t touched, and luckily my 
parents can’t either.” 

Just like that, my outlook for the future perked right up. Ainsley and I 


spent the next two days doing normal, best friends getting over breakups 
things, like shopping. Only we did it online, because I was still public 
enemy number one within the rock fan community for some reason. I was 
actually going back and forth about the merits of making a public 
statement myself. The problem with doing so, was that the pictures of Jay 
and Lydia’s breakfast meeting had already been dropped everywhere 
online, making it appear as though everything about me being a home- 
wrecking whore was true. If Jay wasn’t willing to tell his story, especially 
after the “make-up kiss” at breakfast, then I would just look like a lying, 
insufferable, jerk-face, loser when I said anything contrary to what was 
being printed. At least that was the advice Ainsley handed out, and it was 
the same thing I’d been thinking anyway. 

While we became shut-ins to avoid the public, I also refused to turn on 
my phone, with exception of the quick text I shot to Deacon asking him to 
use Ainsley’s number to contact me. It wasn’t because I wanted to avoid 
everyone in my life, but because somehow the press had gotten a hold of 
my cell number. I was avoiding them, even more than my brother and 
Jay. 

Thankfully, Travis never was thoughtful enough to obtain my best 
friend’s number, despite my having been roommates with her for three 
years, so ignoring him was easy. In theory. He did try to sick my mom on 
me. Thankfully, she was on my side and just came over for brownies, 
popcorn, and a movie marathon. 

Deacon was coming to town today with employment contracts in hand. 
I had spoken to him about possibly using Ainsley as a PA for Fourth 
Down, since Greg wanted off the tour circuit, and he told me he’d give 
her a trial period to see how it worked out. Now, we’d just have to see if 
my employment would continue on the world tour with The Infinite 
Everything or if Deacon would - wisely — shuffle me off to a different 
band and a different tour. With my name being dragged through the mud, 
I honestly wasn’t sure why he would want to continue employing me 
anyway, but I wasn’t about to look a gift horse in the mouth. 


O® 


“Okay, I can do two years,” Deacon sighed, as he made an adjustment 
to the contract in front of him. He had originally wanted me to sign a 
five-year employment contract with Wicked Wed Tour Management. I 
refused. Five years was a long time to be hopping from tour to tour with 
various bands, or even one band, especially if a person had history with a 
certain band member. I wanted to give myself leeway to change up my 
position later if I burned out on all the travel. Not to mention other issues 
that might arise. 

“Anything else you’d like to change up?” 

I glanced over my copy, which started with the fact that I would 
resume my duties on tour with The Infinite Everything. “Are you one 
hundred percent certain you want me back out there with the band? The 
press-” I started to go on, but Deacon interrupted me. 

“It is being dealt with, I promise.” He appeared genuine, even if 
angered by his own statement, as Ainsley scoffed from where she was 
seated beside me. 

“How exactly are Jay, the band, record label, and you handling it? 
She’s been painted a villain and no one has denied it. Instead, they’ve 
offered proof it was all true. Meanwhile, Everly is the one being 
negatively impacted. She’s received death threats, and couldn’t attend her 
own university graduation, let alone go out shopping in public!” Ainsley’s 
voice had risen to damn near shrieking levels by the end of her rant. 

Deacon winced as Ainsley spoke the only truth I knew. Honestly, what 
more could be said? I’'d been given the same ‘it’s being handled’ speech 
from everyone from day one while I watched my life go up in flames as 
everyone else carried on as if I didn’t matter. “She deserves some ever- 
lovin’ hazard pay in that contract, and a huge bonus for what she’s been 
through.” I almost laughed at Ainsley’s attempt to use one of those odd 
sayings in her little speech, but I managed to hold it together, because she 
wasn’t wrong. Deacon, however, simply rolled his eyes. 

“Tl remind you both, that Everly would never have landed on the 
press’s radar had she not been seen making out with Jay so publicly. So, 
Ev needs to take responsibility for her decisions. As for everything else, it 
was out of my hands how it was handled in the press and regretfully, it is 
taking other parties too long to get their shit together. I will help you 


make a statement once we get to London, if they’re still sitting on their 
asses about everything. And I’ll go a step further. You have my word, if 
Masters Records, Mr. Turner, and the rest don’t back you up on it, I will 
pull my management company from any further work with their label.” 

Ainsley and I both gasped at that. “Are you serious?” 

“Completely. There are plenty of other acts, at other labels, and my 
reputation speaks for itself. It won’t hurt me, or my business, but they will 
have to deal with a lesser tour management company, if I do say so 
myself.” Deacon grinned up at me then. “Especially since I’ll have the 
amazing Everly Dawson in my arsenal.” He glanced at Ainsley then, 
“We'll see soon enough if you’re an asset too, or not. I have hope though 
since Ev vouched for you.” 

“Of course I am an asset. Who do you think taught her all those 
organizational skills?” She asked playfully while throwing her hands up 
to gesture around our very well maintained and stylish apartment. To be 
fair though, it was looking rather sparse simply because I’d packed most 
of my things prior to the tour. “Together we’re a powerhouse team, 
Deacon. You'll see.” 

“Okay, well for now your contracted through the end of The Infinite 
Everything and Fourth Down’s world tour. Once it’s over, or if there’s a 
need before then, we’ll reevaluate and renegotiate a new contract as long 
as everything works out.” 

“Perfect,” Ainsley tittered as she leaned over and signed away on the 
dotted lines. “I can’t believe we'll be working together on a world tour. 
Maybe, I should thank Damien for being a little shit, after all. His 
behavior just saved me from having to go to work for my parents, and 
having to marry a cheating scumbag, simply because he’s a proper 
societal match.” She finally released her breath at the end of her long- 
winded rant. 

“Well okay then, glad I could help.” Deacon pulled together both sets of 
contracts and tucked them into his satchel. Then he whipped out our full 
access badges attached to the signature green and black spider webbed 
lanyard for Wicked Web tour Management. He also produced our tickets 
to London since we would be meeting the band there. “I made sure the 
departure point matched with the plans you told me about. Ibiza, 


correct?” His eyebrows went up as he asked. 

“Yes, we decided to go have a good time. It’s doubtful anyone there 
will recognize Ev, or care, as long as we’re careful. Besides, we both 
desperately need to blow off some steam, so we can be ready to be 
trapped with sweaty, nasty, rocker boys non-stop afterwards.” Ainsley 
explained while Deacon sat back and laughed. 

“Are you planning on keeping your home base here in Virginia?” 

“Is that possible?” I asked. “Won’t I need to be closer to the music 
scene?” 

Deacon shrugged. “It’s not ideal, but most of what you’ll do when not 
on tour, can be done while telecommuting from anywhere. Aside from the 
occasional meetings where you will have to show in person. That’s what 
flights exist for,” he added as he shrugged his shoulders. 

I made a noise in the back of my throat that was half agreement. “I 
figured by the end of the tour that I could have enough saved for a 
deposit on a place on the west coast, near work. If things work out with 
Ainsley, hopefully I can just pack up my roomy too,” I said with a smile 
in her direction. 

“All right, well when the time comes, let me know, and I’ll get someone 
to help you find a place to meet your needs. You know, you’ll have to 
look at places with security measures available because of your status 
with the bands you'll be working with.” I hadn’t thought of that. 
Suddenly, the ridiculous amount of money I was being offered to do this 
job didn’t seem so outrageous. “I’m going to get out of here, because I 
know you ladies have packing to do. It’s good to have you on board 
officially, Ev. Can’t wait to see you in action, Ainsley.” 

With that, our goodbyes were said, Deacon was on his way back to L.A. 
or wherever he was headed next, and Ainsley and I were both officially 
employed, recent college graduates. “Come on, fun and sun await us in 
Ibiza!” 


14 -IN THE AIR... AGAIN 


Rain greeted us as we touched down in London, making me already miss 
the sunshiny, carefree days Ainsley and I enjoyed while in Ibiza for the 
past week and a half. “I hope this weather isn’t a portent of doom for the 
rest of the tour,” I told my best friend, only to have our flight neighbor 
across the aisle laugh. 

“Welcome to London, love. Hopefully, our shite weather is the only 
doom you experience here.” Ainsley laughed at the older woman, while I 
simply stared at her and tried to get my building anxiety under control. 
Once I turned my cell back on, after our flight touched down at the 
airport and taxied into the terminal, there was a text waiting from my 
brother. 


Trav: Let me know when you land. 

Everly: Done. Plane pulling into terminal now. 

Trav: Brilliant, see you soon, Sis. 

Everly: Brilliant? You British now? 

Trav: When in Rome... 

Everly: You’re in London, moron! ;) 

I was snickering at my own joke when Ainsley glanced down at our 
texts. “You two are both morons.” I pulled my phone away as she 
attempted to peek at more of my messages. 

“I already told you the last message he sent, that I deleted without 
reading, was five days ago.” I was thankful, in a way, that Jay had 
stopped trying to contact me. If I was being honest with myself, it was 
equally as hurtful though. I refused to answer his calls and texts, since he 
refused to acknowledge or help fix the fact that my being his rebound 
fling had destroyed my reputation and stolen parts of my life from me. I 
couldn’t believe he had yet to say one public word in my defense. It was 
more than a little disheartening. Even if all I had been was a rebound, I 
had deluded myself along the way to thinking we were at least friends 
first. 

“I have to say,” Ainsley started as we disembarked the flight, “you are 
far stronger than I will ever be. If I had to go work so closely with Damien 
for the next couple of months I’d probably shoot myself in the leg. That 
way, I could go home to a horrible, painful physical therapy experience 
instead.” 

I stopped and stared at my best friend, while we waited in front of the 
baggage claim. “You are seriously demented. I can deal with it, because 
despite the close quarters, there are ways to avoid him, and I have it all 
mapped out up here,” I stated while tapping my noggin. 

“Okay, sweet cheeks, let me know how that works out for you.” Ainsley 
was the first to grab her luggage, and while I struggled with pulling mine 
off the conveyer belt, she gasped. “Hey, I think that dude over there is 
waiting on us.” I glanced around, but no one in particular caught my eye. 

“Who? And why did you say that?” I huffed out as I managed to wrestle 
my last suitcase off the conveyer belt before it sent my luggage around for 
another trip. To be honest, it might have taken me along for the ride, 


since I was hanging on to my bag for dear life. 

“Probably because he’s holding a sign up with our names on it,” she 
replied in her usual bubbly manner. “It’d be a hell of a coincidence if 
there was another Ainsley and Everly here.” 

“True enough. Hey, I think we need one of those luggage trolleys. This 
shit is heavy,” I suggested, as Ainsley flagged down the guy with the sign. 
When he noticed us, he tossed a finger up in the air - the universal sign 
for wait a minute, not the other finger - then he showed up a moment 
later with a luggage cart. Yay. Apparently, he was a mind reader. 

“Hi, ’m Everly,” I told the very attractive man who was effortlessly 
lifting our luggage onto the trolley. Whoa! Hello, muscles! “I’m assuming 
Deacon sent you?” 

“Uh, sure,” the guy answered rather sketchily. 

“Maybe I should just call and verify,” I told Ainsley who bobbed her 
head in agreement. 

“Travis Dawson sent me, ma’am,” the man finally stated as he smiled at 
us from over the top of our neatly piled luggage. I quickly texted Trav 
again. 

Everly: Did you send a car for us? 

Trav: Yeah, why? 

Everly: Some dude was trying to pick us up. 

Trav: What’s that got to do with the car? 

Everly: Idiot. The dude is the driver. 

Trav: You’re the idiot! Get in the car, and tell Mike to stop hitting on my 
sister. 

“Mike?” I asked the man, to which he nodded his head. “Trav says all is 
well,” I told Ainsley while our driver chuckled. 

“It’s good to see ladies traveling alone are safety conscious, but now 
that you verified I am indeed your ride, we can head this way.” We 
followed along behind the 30-something year old, very fit man. 

“You’re American,” I finally pointed out. 

“So are you,” Mike countered. 

“J just assumed our cab or shuttle driver would be British considering 
where we are,” I stated with only the slightest hint of an eye roll. 

He laughed. “I’m Mike Patterson, part of the road crew for the duration 


of the tour. A couple of the original guys didn’t have valid passports, or 
some such. Anyway, we rented a larger conveyance since your brother 
said you two would probably have, and I’m quoting here, ‘a metric fuck- 
ton of shit’ with you.” 

“Well, that definitely sounds like something Travis would say.” We 
managed to make our way outside into the cool, drizzle-laden air, and 
over to what appeared to be a limo and mini van hybrid with blacked out 
windows. 

“We did not work on these tans in Ibiza, to end up kidnaped in some 
luxury creeper van,” Ainsley worriedly suggested as Mike laughed while 
stowing our bags in the back. 

“Go ahead and get in. I promise, I’m not a creeper, sex trafficker, or 
anything more than a lighting guy for concerts. Well,” he added, “and 
occasionally I’m asked to be a driver too since [’m_ licensed 
internationally.” 

“Let’s just bite the bullet,” I said. “Sorry if this turns out poorly,” I 
added as I opened the door and piled into the seat directly in front of me. 
Ainsley slid in after me, and shut the door behind her. 

“Well, hello, Sis!” My brother’s voice came from a row of seats behind 
us, causing us both to jump, squeal, and curse the day he was born. 

“Damn you, Travis! You just took five years off my life,” I yelled as I 
turned around. To my surprise, and ire, my brother wasn’t the only 
person seated behind us. Sitting quietly beside my brother, was none 
other than Jay Turner. “Son of a...” I let the words trail off as I tried to 
shove past Ainsley to get to the door. 

“Ev, wait, please!” Jay pleaded with me. 

“Sit down, and buckle up, Sis.” Travis’s no-nonsense tone gave me 
pause, and then my professionalism kicked in. I had to be around him 
anyway, I attempted to convince myself. Granted, I hadn’t been expecting 
it right now, hence my kneejerk reaction. I assumed Jay was about to try 
speaking to me again, because my brother’s voice was suddenly loud in 
the van. “Not now, man. It can wait.” I heard a mumbled complaint from 
Jay, about already waiting too long, but then the rest of the ride to the 
hotel was silent. I think Ainsley and Travis were afraid to burst the 
bubble of peaceful illusion with small talk. 


Judging by how awkward the shuttle ride from the airport was, I 
seriously wondered if I had made a grave mistake by not insisting that I 
be moved to another band and another tour. A fresh start sounded pretty 
damn good, once I was forced to stare reality in the face. Somehow, I 
think Deacon would have been disappointed though, and as much as 
Travis complained about me “tagging along”, I think he’d be saddened by 
my absence too. 

When we pulled up to the hotel, Mike took pity on me and spoke up. 
“Tll have your things sent up to your suite, since you two are sharing. 
That way you don’t have to wait around.” Ainsley made a quick exit from 
the limo-van, with me following hastily behind her. 

“Ev,” my brother called out as he exited behind us. When I turned to 
look, he was holding up a hotel key card, presumably for my room. 

“Thanks,” I told him as I took it and began to move away. “I’ll see you 
in a bit. Ains and I are gonna go check out the room, touch base with 
Deacon, and get ready for tonight.” 

“Yeah, about that,” my brother squirmed. “Deacon is set up in the 
conference room, and wanted me to bring the two of you straight to him 
when we got here. There was something about your contracts.” Shit! That 
had me worried. Maybe, Deacon had come to his senses and decided all 
the negative media attention surrounding me being on the tour was too 
much after all. 

Color me shocked, when we got to the conference room and all of the 
members from both bands were there waiting. The only missing members 
were the two trailing in after Ainsley and myself. In the middle of the 
table sat a cake with the words, “welcome to the family” written in the 
center. “Think of it as a graduation slash employment celebration for the 
both of you,” Deacon explained upon noting our puzzled looks. “Ev, I'll 
let you do introductions for our newest team member.” 

“Oh, okay.” I turned to my best friend, and shared a look with her, 
before speaking again. She knew how uncomfortable this made me, 
because none of them knew that I hadn’t been able to attend my own 
graduation. “Everyone, this is Ainsley Ardent, and she happens to be my 
best friend in the whole world, so you will treat her right!” Then I turned 
back and pointed out each member of both The Infinite Everything and 


Fourth Down, calling them out by name, even though I was pretty sure 
she knew who they all were. When I got to David, Ainsley stepped in and 
actually moved to shake his hand. 

“Ev has told me all about you, and how you meshed so well with the 
guys. I know them already, so I wanted to say hello to you personally as 
well.” Her bubbly smile warmed the mood of the room exponentially. 

“I guess we’re chopped liver then,” Micah joked with his band, but I 
didn’t miss the way his eyes tracked Ainsley as she moved. In another 
decade, Ainsley could have been one of those sexy, pinup models. She 
had the height working for her, at close to five feet, ten inches. The only 
thing holding her back was her love of food, and the curves that her food 
obsession helped to pack onto her body. Ainsley had no problem with her 
body image. While she wore a size 12, she wore it well, and refused to 
balk at anyone telling her she could do with losing a few pounds. 

“m not working for you, or your band, so yeah, you kind of are 
chopped liver as far as ’m concerned. Sorry to blow your superstar, rock- 
n-roll ego.” 

“It’s not my ego you should blow,” Micah mumbled. While I knew he 
was joking, I could see Ainsley tense at his words until Jeremiah reached 
over and smacked his brother in the back of the head. 

“Behave,” he told Micah. I snickered at the very older brother reaction. 
Ainsley, only child that she was, simply rolled her eyes again. 

“Okay, well I don’t know about the rest of you, but I’ve been itching to 
dive into that cake for a while now, so let’s cut it already!” Mags stood 
and brushed her hands back and forth in a show of her eagerness. I took 
the cake cutter that was handed to me, and hacked into one side, while 
Ainsley mimicked my actions on the other, and then we started handing 
out slices. Being the absolute best friend that she was, Ainsley made sure 
to give the first slice she cut to Jay, so that I wouldn’t have to. No one 
said a word, but glances were thrown around among everyone present, 
while a few sympathetic looks were directed toward me. I did not have it 
in me to deal with anyone’s pity though. I was about to forgo my own 
cake when Evan came over to give me a hug. 

“We’re so glad you’re back!” 

“Thanks,” I murmured. 


“Yeah, just don’t leave us like that again,” Jeremiah added. “That Greg 
dude was fuckin’ awful. Hell, I don’t think we realized how shitty he was 
until we got you, and then...” Micah cleared his throat, interrupting his 
brother. 

“Let’s just say we are definitely happy to have you back, especially for 
this leg of the tour. We want a little time off for sightseeing while we’re 
here this time, and you’re going to make that happen with your genius 
scheduling abilities.” Micah told me in no uncertain terms. 

“Well, I just got the full itinerary last night. So, let me know - in order 
of importance — where you want to see some sights, and I’ll see what I can 
do with my time management skills,” I offered with a wink. 

“Yeah, speaking of, you must have used your time off wisely, look at 
that golden tan you’re rocking.” Micah grinned at me, and I simply gave a 
non-committal noise in response. 

“A week and a half in Ibiza will do that for you!” Ainsley replied in a 
singsong voice. 

“Ibiza, huh?” Micah teased, as he raised his brows, clearly shocked by 
the news. “Thought you were back in Virginia graduating college and 
shit?” 

My shoulders slumped forward at the mention of my would-be 
graduation. “Well, I couldn’t attend, so we went somewhere else to-” 

“What do you mean you couldn’t attend?” My brother asked suddenly, 
interrupting my explanation for why we ended up in Ibiza instead. “I 
thought you wrote her a recommendation or whatever the hell it was she 
needed to graduate?” He questioned Deacon with fire in his eyes. 

“T assure you that I did.” 

“Then why didn’t my sister graduate?” 

“Calm down, Trav. I graduated. I just couldn’t walk at my ceremony, 
that’s all.” 

“That’s all?” My brother nearly shrieked. “You’ve been planning for, 
and dreaming about graduating from there, and walking that particular 
stage since you were in middle school, Everly. What do you mean you 
couldn’t walk? Why the hell not?” 

Everyone’s eyes were on me then. Deacon and Ainsley were the only 
two who knew. A long sigh, coupled with my defeated posture had 


Ainsley by my side quickly, rubbing comforting circles around my back. I 
knew there wouldn’t be any more avoiding the ugliness of the situation, 
so I just dove in, and let them all know how fucked my life had become as 
a result of being entangled with theirs. “I wasn’t allowed to walk, because 
I was deemed a security risk.” 

My brother was absolutely flabbergasted, and momentarily speechless, 
so Chris stepped in to ask the question. “Was it because you’re associated 
with the bands?” 

I shook my head. “It was because I received a slew of death threats to 
my university e-mail account,” I mumbled. 

My brother’s spine stiffened, while his eyes narrowed on my own. 
“What do you mean, you received death threats? What in the fuck is 
going on, Ev?” 

“Okay, let’s calm down,” Deacon said as he stepped in, finally. “When 
the fake news about Ev being a home-wrecker appeared online, she 
started getting a lot of hate mail, which we anticipated. Somehow, her 
student e-mail was leaked and she began receiving death threats there, as 
well as the other hate mail that had been filtering in. The e-mail account 
was turned over to the police and their cyber crimes division, but the 
school had to be brought into the loop about it in order for that to 
happen. They said in light of the situation, they would rather Everly not 
walk at graduation because she might cause a spectacle and detract from 
everyone else’s enjoyment of their ceremony. They were also concerned 
about the safety of the students who would be around your sister, and the 
fact that they couldn’t possibly meet the security needs for something like 
that. They politely asked that she not attend the ceremony, and made 
arrangements for her to pick up her diploma from the Dean’s office.” 

My brother was across the table from me spewing a long string of very 
colorful, hateful words, but it was Mags who spoke to me. “Why didn’t 
you tell us that’s what was going on? I would have made them find a 
replacement for me on those last couple of stateside shows, so that I could 
be there for you.” 

I swiped angrily at the stupid tear that launched itself down my face 
without my permission. “Why would I ever want to watch someone else’s 
dream put on hold just because mine was ruined?” 


“Fuck!” My brother yelled out. 

“Aw, Ev,” Mags moaned, the hurt she felt for me was clear in her 
expression. 

“You should have told us,” Jeremiah spewed venomously, causing me 
to snap my attention to him, only to find that it hadn’t been me he was 
talking to that way. He was yelling at Jay. “If shit was this serious why 
did you wait to-” 

“I didn’t know about the threats or her graduation,” he explained 
quickly before turning to me. “Everly, ’m so sorry. You should have-” 

“IT should have NOTHING!” I yelled at him, having finally reached my 
boiling point. “You can stop right there. Did you purposefully ignore me 
for a week? Did you lie about meeting with lawyers and publicists while 
you were setting up hotel stays for Lydia, and meeting with her for 
breakfast instead? Did you inform me that you would be kissing her, 
publicly during that breakfast? Did you stop to think about how 
everything you were doing was making shit FAR, FAR worse for exactly 
ONE person — ME? NO! You lied about who you were meeting with and 
why. You made me believe you were trying to fix things. You weren’t. 
You were making everything they were saying about me look exactly like 
the truth! And for the cherry on top, you were doing it all while playing 
some strategic, ignore Everly game. 

“So, why in the hell would I tell you shit? You know what? Never 
mind. Don’t speak to me unless it’s work related, because what I’m not 
doing is rehashing any of the shit I just spent nearly two weeks trying to 
forget.” I spun on my heels then, speaking to Deacon as I shot towards the 
door. “I’m going to take a nap before I’m needed tonight. Thanks for the 
cake and stuff.” 

“Ev, wait,” Jay called out to me. 

“No!” It was the last word I uttered before the door closed behind me. 
Moments later, I felt someone come up to stand beside me as I waited for 
the elevator. 

“Hey, Ev.” It was Micah. I was equal parts ecstatic that it hadn’t been 
Jay, while being pissed off and disappointed that I wasn’t worth coming 
after. “Um, I hate to ask after all that, but we’re debuting a new song 
tonight, and we’d all really like it, if you were there tonight to see it and 


tell us what you think of the song and the audience reaction to it.” 

“Of course, Pll be there,” I told him in a whisper-soft voice as the 
elevator dinged and the door swished open. I climbed on and hit my floor 
number, watching Micah watching me with a regretful look, as the doors 
shut and closed him off from me. 


Since we were staying at a hotel a few blocks from the venue, Ainsley 
and I chose to catch a ride there together. The bands had already gone a 
few hours before us for soundcheck, so we were the last two to show up 
backstage. I went with Ainsley to see to the boys of Fourth Down before 
they went on. Deacon had informed me, in an earlier text, that he would 
take care of the members of T.I.E. tonight, and not to worry about 
anything. 

When Fourth Down was wrapping up their exuberantly received set, 
Deacon took hold of my arm and asked me to come with him. “Where are 
we going?” I asked as we left stage right heading around behind it 
through the corridor that would soon fill with groupies and fans. 

“Just to the other side. It’s going to be crowded over here tonight with 
camera crews.” 

“Ah, for the new song?” I asked, watching as Deacon nodded slightly 
before we turned the corner. His face immediately screwed up at the sight 
of four, very scantily-clad women, who were waiting by the side of the 
stage he had brought me to. 

“Who gave them access?” He yelled to a crewmember with a headset 
who simply shrugged. Mike, the man who had picked Ainsley and I up 
from the airport approached then. 

“Sorry about that, Deacon. I think one of the local security hires was 
doing a favor for his sister, cousin, or something. I was about to come 
deal with them, because Aaron was busy with another issue.” 

The women were still standing there, mostly oblivious. When I say 
mostly, I mean they were too busy eying me up to be bothered by Deacon 
and Mike or what they were saying. 

“Yow’re the cunt who likes to fuck other women’s men, yeah?” 


Fuck. My. Life. Just what I needed. Then again, maybe Deacon needed 
to see this reaction, in the flesh, so he would understand that moving me 
to another tour would be for the best. 

“And yow’re the skanks who aren’t allowed to be here,” I countered, 
because let’s face it, my ability to keep pushing away the bullshit and 
anger in my life was just about nil at that point. 

“This twat!” one of them shouted, while gearing up to hit me. 
Unfortunately for her, she was picked up by Mike, and pulled backwards 
before she could land her blow. Deacon grabbed hold of two more while 
Aaron, our security guard who had just rounded the corner, held quickly 
got a hold of the fourth. 

“Wha’s this?” a big, burly, heavily accented man asked as he 
approached cautiously. “Mary, you all right?” 

“This twat is having us kicked out,” the girl, presumably Mary, pouted 
to him. Understanding dawned as the man took in exactly who I was. 

“You been narky wif her?” He asked the woman. I had no clue what 
that means, but it didn’t matter, because Aaron ignored their banter to 
ask his own question. 

“You allowed these women side stage?” Aaron asked the man. 

“I did,” the man stated as worry about how the woman’s actions were 
going to affect him, seemed to settle into the set of his shoulders. 

“You had no permission to do so, and your guests just insulted a 
member of our staff and family.” Deacon began berating the security 
guard. The man paled visibly. “Turn your badge over to Aaron, and leave 
peacefully with your guests. You will still receive compensation for 
tonight, but your position on tour has now become forfeit.” 

“You lousy cunt!” Mary screeched at me. 

“Shut your bloody face, Mare. It’s not her fault you’re an ass, but if 
you’d behaved, I might still have a job.” The man glanced from Aaron to 
Deacon as he removed his backstage credentials. “Apologies. I was trying 
to do right by my sista.” He turned to me then. “I hope you are well, Ms. 
Everly. Apologies, again, for whatever they may have said to you.” The 
last bit was said in a very proper accent, unlike the one he seemed to use 
in his every day speech. 

I only nodded, as Aaron escorted the five of them from the stage, and 


presumably out of the venue. “I’m not sure I believe in second chances 
anymore, but that man may just deserve one. Probably not starting 
tonight, but for the rest of the European Tour,” I suggested. Deacon 
smiled and nodded in agreement before sending a text out. 

“T let Aaron know how you feel. The decision is ultimately his to make, 
as he’s in charge of security.” Deacon nodded to where the band was set 
up and then he walked out on the stage. I stood there, waiting in the 
wings as the crowd celebrated Jay’s presence. Something they would 
never do if I were the one to step out there. The double standards, the 
world over, were reprehensible. I was the villain while he was still a hero 
in their eyes. It didn’t matter that it took two people to cheat —- not that 
either of us had been guilty of that. Still... it was enough of a slap in the 
face, after my run-in with those girls, to make me want to just go back to 
the hotel. 

The crowd let loose an almighty noise as Evan played his opening drum 
solo, which flawlessly transitioned to their hit, She Won’t Wait. The 
crowd roared even more wildly than before. Two more songs in, and 
Jeremiah threw up his hands to help hush the crowd a bit. This must have 
been where they were debuting the new song. Good. Once they were 
done, I was going to head out, and give some serious consideration to 
approaching Deacon about swapping me to be someone else’s problem. 
Hell, at that point, I’d go take Jenn’s position as receptionist for Wicked 
Web, and she could have this headache that she craved so much. 
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“Okay, okay, London, we feel the fuckin’ love!” Jeremiah yelled out, 
causing another thunderous shudder from the audience. “But we have a 
few special things we want to do tonight, and you’re the lucky ones that 
get to witness it all FIRST!” More yelling, stomping, and screaming 
ensued along with flying purple panties that Jeremiah just barely 
managed to dodge on stage. Ew. He addressed the crowd again, as he 
laughed, while glancing down at the panties lying near his feet. 

“Thanks for the crazy, cool welcome, London!” More thunderous 
audience appreciation. He tipped his head to his right indicating the man 
beside him. “This guy has a few things to say before we give you a brand 
fucking new song!” Jay stepped forward to the microphone in front of 
him, and waited a moment for the crowd’s reaction to a new song to die 


down. 
“For anyone who doesn’t know, I’m Jay Turner, and I play guitar for 
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these assholes!” Screams, hoots, and a few proposals of sex and marriage 
were hollered at him. 

“Tonight, I planned to take over, and clear the air for a bit, if you don’t 
mind. Then, we’ll get back to rockin’ you into oblivion.” You guessed it; 
more applause and screams ensued until Jay and Jeremiah motioned for 
quiet again. 

“Like I said, I need to clear the air, even though my record label doesn’t 
want me to. They fear negative press if I tell the truth, because the truth 
is ugly, although not in the way you’ve been led to believe. By staying 
quiet, I’ve been just as culpable in hurting the one person in this whole 
mess who is completely innocent, and that’s just not okay. 

“Everyone, the world over, was privy to pictures of me with our 
personal assistant, Everly Dawson, having a fuckin’ good time a few 
weeks ago.” As Jay said my name, I heard more boos than applause. 
“Now, listen, or Ill save this announcement for a more deserving 
audience.” The threat worked, and they quieted once more. “Those 
pictures started speculation that I was cheating on my long-time 
girlfriend, Lydia. Lydia, herself, made things worse with her claims that 
we were fine, when in fact, we’d broken up a month prior. 

“Actually, we were broken up the minute I walked in on her fucking 
some other dude backstage.” The crowd booed and hissed, but whether it 
was at Jay’s claims or Lydia’s actions I didn’t know. “Calm down, I know 
most of you won’t believe me, so we’re showing a slightly censored 
version of the video Micah shot that day.” Jay pointed to the large screen 
that hung center stage, directly above Evan and his drum kit. Dylan’s 
blurred ass, power driving Lydia into the wall behind her, was the first 
thing everyone saw. Then the crowd got to hear the ensuing conversation 
about how long Dylan and Lydia had been cheating behind Jay’s back. 
The video cut off before the mention of a baby though. The crowd was 
awestruck and silent. 

“So, you can see why it must have sucked major ass that I was made to 
look like the cheater in this scenario. Worse than that, was when Everly 
couldn’t even attend her own university graduation a couple of weeks 


ago, due to death threats that were all stemming from the lies my ex- 
girlfriend told and shitty reporting.” An entire arena saying, “awww” at 
once was crazy, but Jay persisted. “I took the high road, I listened to my 
management, and ignored everything, hoping it would all just die down. 
Then, when I realized Ev was being hurt and targeted, I tried to get Lydia 
to do the right thing and tell the truth.” He threw his hands up in the air 
in frustration. “That blew up in my face spectacularly! Because not only 
did the world see that brief moment where Lydia surprised me with a 
kiss, but Everly did too. So, the world went after Everly as a home- 
wrecker when the only thing she ever did wrong was to humor an asshole 
like me, as I was falling in love with her. All these lies the so-called media 
spouted, and our supposed fans ran with, cost her a graduation and 
memories she can’t get back, but it cost me too. I lost one of the best 
friends I’ve ever had, and possibly the potential for more than friendship, 
with one of the best women I know.” The crowd was stunned silent by his 
admission, so Jay carried on. 

“The moral of my story is, don’t believe everything you see and hear on 
the Internet and in stupid entertainment magazines. I’ve never been a 
cheater; I was the victim. Everly was just a victim of circumstance and 
lies. So, what I need is for you guys to help me out here. Do you think 
you can do that?” 

There must have been a prompt somewhere on the Jumbotron screens, 
that I could no longer see from my vantage point, because a moment later 
everyone screamed, “Jay’s sorry, Everly! Please, forgive him.” Jay backed 
up and looked directly at where I stood just off stage, before walking 
forward and getting down on his knees with his hands held in a prayer 
position, as he cradled the microphone between them. “Please, Everly, 
forgive me!” 

Tears fell freely from my eyes as confusing emotions burned through 
my veins. 

Micah yelled. “I think we need to put her on the spot!” Then he pulled 
me out on stage, my own body betrayed me by allowing it to happen. He 
placed me right in front of Jay, beneath the heat of a spotlight, where Jay 
asked once more, “Will you forgive me?” 

What could I do but bob my head up and down to indicate that I 


would. I was literally on the spot. We could talk about his lies and 
everything else later. Obviously, we weren’t going to hash all that out in 
front of an audience. 


Just after that slightly mortifying moment, I was whisked off stage and 
Deacon took me to a Rolls Royce that was waiting out back of the venue. 
The band still had a concert to finish, so 1 was on my own. Well, Deacon 
was with me. “This is the key to Jay’s suite. You can use it to talk out 
your issues or not. I personally do not care, as long as you can continue to 
do your job.” I sighed heavily. “And Everly?” 

“Yeah?” 

“If you need a new assignment, I won’t hold it against you. Honestly, I 
was shocked that you hadn’t already asked for it, especially after the 
graduation thing.” 

“Well, the thought did cross my mind, but I need to see my 
responsibilities through. It’s the right thing to do.” 

“That is why you will go farther than most in this business.” 

The car pulled into a garage area behind the hotel, and allowed me to 
get out without being seen. “The keycard works on the private elevator 
through those doors,” Deacon pointed out. “I'll be around for the next two 
stops, if you need me, or change your mind about staying on.” 

“Thank you, Deacon.” If only he knew how much I wanted to take him 
up on his offer. I had been hell-bent on doing just that by the end of the 
night anyway. 

I felt slightly tricked, because the key card didn’t just work the 
elevator, it only allowed for a trip to garage level or the Penthouse Suite. 
Apparently, the suite was Jay’s room for this stop. Honestly, I wasn’t even 
sure what I wanted to go there to wait for him. The whole night had been 
overwhelming and I didn’t want to have the conversation we needed to 
have while I was so emotionally drained. 

Then again, ignoring our issues further would do no good. My 
frustrations would simply stay pent up if we didn’t set everything to 
rights. I ended up arguing myself into a nap on the couch in Jay’s suite 


and only woke as a calloused finger stroked as gently as it could across 
my cheek. 

My eyes shot open, and I popped up to a sitting position with a start, as 
a wide-eyed Jay backed up with his hands in the air in a surrender 
motion. “Hey. I was just going to tell you that you could take the bed. It’s 
more comfortable than this couch.” 

I eyed him skeptically. 

“J mean it. No monkey business involved. I have a two bedroom suite, 
because it was the only one available with a private elevator,” he 
explained. 

“Jay, ’'m not sure what I’m doing here.” He tried to interrupt, but I 
stopped him. “No, I need you to listen. I think what you did tonight was 
lovely, and probably helpful in the long run. While I can forgive the 
circumstances leading up to my bad publicity, ’m not sure I can move 
beyond any of it just yet. It’s all a bit too little, too late. You only spoke 
up after so much damage was done, some of my dreams were taken from 
me, and no matter how many ways you try to make it right after the fact, 
I can’t get any of that back. You flat out ignored me, and then lied to me, 
while I was going through hell.” 

“You don’t know how fuckin’ sorry I am for the way I handled 
everything. I trusted the wrong people, and then I screwed up their plans 
too, when I went behind everyone’s back and tried to appeal to Lydia 
directly.” He let out an audible sigh before sitting on the couch opposite 
the one I was on. “I thought she’d show some heart, and fix it all. Instead, 
she threatened to make it all worse if I didn’t take her back publicly. She 
saw how easy it was to get away with lying to the media and she 
threatened me at breakfast to make it look like we were really there as a 
couple” He growled an angry sound as he continued on with what she 
threatened. “She planned to tell the press that she had been pregnant 
with my baby, and lost it, after I got angry and beat her.” 

I winced at that, because I know it had to hurt to see her use the 
pregnancy, that she had admitted to ending on purpose, against him. I’m 
sure it scraped open a rather large wound for him. “I’m sorry you dealt 
with that, but it isn’t an excuse for the actions that led you to that point, 
or the lies you told on the way.” 


His head hung down below his shoulders then. “I know. I’m sorry, 
Everly. I really don’t know how to begin to repair what I’ve helped to 
break, but I sure as hell hope you’ll eventually let me try.” 

I simply shrugged my shoulders. What could I say? I didn’t know. “I 
never heard about you being with Lydia after the breakfast, so how about 
you start there and fill me in on what exactly happened and why.” 

He nodded, before moving to take the seat beside me on the couch, 
instead of where he’d previously been seated on the one across from me. 
“Obviously, I refused her,” he laughed bitterly. “Not that it mattered. She 
had planted a photographer who got a shot of the kiss she surprised me 
with. The media spun its own tale, that we were really still together and 
she forgave my supposed infidelity, and that I was forced to run you off 
the tour. I’m sure you read all about it,” he stated while glancing up at 
me. 

“No, I didn’t. Ainsley told me if there were new major developments, 
but kept most of the details to herself. I didn’t want to know anything 
else.” 

“I guess I can understand that. Anyway, Lydia got what she wanted. It 
appeared that we were together. She needed to keep up appearances 
because there was more to her hiding shit than just having an affair with 
another man, or men. We found out when the lawyers hired a private 
investigator and started working her over with questions. Lydia had been 
stealing money from me.” I gasped at his admission. “Not just me, as it 
turned out. She was stealing from the band’s resources too. not It had 
been going on for quite some time, actually.” 

“What? How was she getting away with that?” 

Jay went on to tell me about how the label would drop charges, if 
Lydia were to come clean about her affair and the break up. Lydia 
refused, thinking that they had no proof of her stealthy stealing. “Lydia 
had also been sleeping with one of the band’s handlers that toured with 
us before. She’d been using his card to access cash advances from our tour 
account. What she didn’t realize was that every time she used the card for 
a cash advance at an ATM her picture was taken.” 

“So, did she steal the card from him?” 

“That’s the really funny part. He claims that he sent her to buy 


condoms for all of the members of the band, which would have been a 
legitimate tour expense, except that none of the band trusted anyone else 
to buy their condoms. So, he’d really sent her to get condoms for the two 
of them to use, and she kept the card and continued using it while fucking 
him throughout my last tour. Whenever we were on stage, or out at an 
interview, signing, or event they were hooking up. The studio will be 
releasing the information sometime tomorrow after she’s picked up by the 
police on embezzlement charges.” 

“Are you okay? Learning all of that couldn’t have been easy on you.” I 
asked as he finished. 

“I can’t believe you’re even asking if I’m okay when her bullshit has 
caused you so much heartache and worry. Are you okay?” He turned my 
question back around me. 

“I asked you first, but if you really want to know, she would have had 
zero foothold in this equation, if you and the label hadn’t left the door 
wide open for her to stomp through with her drama. There were reports 
that the two of you had broken up back when it happened. They should 
have been confirmed then. None of that matters though, because even 
after she lied to the media, you continued to allow her to spread her 
poison unchecked. So, to be honest, I don’t blame her for taking 
advantage of the situation. It wasn’t right by a long shot, don’t get me 
wrong. In her mind though, she was going to get away with everything, 
so why not continue the farce that no one else was denying?” 

“You blame me?” It was both question and statement. 

“T absolutely do blame you for everything that happened after we heard 
the first lies that Sky told. That doesn’t mean I don’t also want to know 
how you’re coping with finding out Dylan wasn’t the only one she 
betrayed you with?” 

He shrugged his shoulders and laughed tiredly. “Honestly, what’s one 
more betrayal after learning how long and how bad the first was? I’m just 
glad we never stopped using condoms. She tried to convince me, several 
times, but I refused. I knew I wasn’t ready for kids, which is why her 
pregnancy had been such a shock. Looking back, there were times when I 
had my concerns about where she might have been. I’d be somewhere she 
supposedly was and never saw her there. That kind of thing happened 


periodically. I blew it all off, and offered up my own random excuses, but 
I was always fearful of not being careful with her. I guess I should have 
realized...” His voice trailed off and I just felt sick after listening to him 
talk about sex, even safe sex, with someone else. 

“Tm sorry that you’re having to rehash all the hurt and infidelity, but 
I’m also glad she’ll be dealt some swift karma soon.” 

“Ym sorry I didn’t make an announcement sooner. Fuck the label’s 
investigation and their need to put you on hold while that happened. It 
ended up hurting you, and for that, I will never be able to apologize 
enough. I can’t give you the memories of graduation or take away all the 
hate mail and bullshit ridicule launched your way, but if you allow me, I 
will spend the rest of forever trying to make it up to you. Please, Ev, you 
are the most genuine person I know, and I can’t lose that. I love you. I 
loved you before it was even appropriate for me to do so. Hell, I was 
actually somewhat happy to find Lydia with Dylan that day, because I felt 
a bit relieved and vindicated for the growing feelings I was developing for 
you. Finding them together allowed me the freedom to feel about you the 
way I was beginning to, and that was really all I could focus on once the 
initial shock of her betrayal wore off.” 

There was nothing I could add to what he had mentioned. There 
certainly wasn’t anything that I could say to make him feel any better 
about the whole situation. He let me down, despite his feelings for me. 
That was something I wasn’t sure how to overcome. When I remained 
silent, Jay continued to try to persuade me to give him another chance. 

“It was more than just sex with us. When you listen, you really hear 
me. You engage, you disagree while still being supportive, and you’ve 
always had my back - even when I didn’t deserve it. You proved that a 
few minutes ago, when your concern was for how I was feeling when I 
definitely didn’t deserve to feel better about anything. I’d be a fool to let 
you walk away, even while knowing no one would blame you for doing 
so. I’m sorry if that makes me selfish, but I really have been falling 
deeply, desperately, and completely in love with you.” 


15 —- PERFORMANCE FOR ONE 


“You’re what?” My stunned question came out as a more of a whisper. I 
knew he had mentioned, several times now, that he loved me. Still, it was 
a shock to hear, especially since I was actually listening to his declaration 
this time. 

“You heard me,” he told me as he moved closer. “I’ve been falling in 
love with you since we first met. I just didn’t realize it right away. I can’t 
excuse my behavior over the past few weeks, and I can’t apologize 
enough for not doing things the right way, but none of that changes how 
I’ve felt about you. I was just a moron who happened to be in love, but 
listened to the other idiots in charge of my career instead of following my 
heart.” 


“It’s not even your actions or inactions that bothered me the most, Jay. 
It was the lies. You stopped talking to me, which was confusing and 
hurtful enough, considering the things people were saying about me. But 
then you added to that when you flat out lied to me.” 

“T know. I fucked up. I’m sorry. You'll never know how fucking sorry I 
am for not taking a moment to just fill you in on why everyone was 
waiting to make a statement.” He made a frustrated noise in the back of 
his throat before speaking again. “The crazy thing is that it would have 
probably been helpful if you’d known, and had been able to walk up and 
put her in her place, at that restaurant.” 

I held my hand up to stop him from continuing on. “It wasn’t my job to 
put her, or anyone else in their place. It was yours. I get it. I understand 
what you tried to do. I forgive you, because I know you didn’t mean for 
all of it to blow up and manifest the way they did.” His shoulders released 
some of the tension that had been holding them high and tight. “But,” I 
continued on, “you broke something in me. Whether you meant to or not. 
Your actions, how you handled everything, it hurt me in ways you'll 
never understand. What hurt the most though, was losing the ability to 
trust you, because the worst of what happened to me was a direct result 
of what came after the lies you told me. While I forgive you, it’s not quite 
as easy to forget or to move on from.” 

Jay watched me with saddened eyes before running his hands through 
the silky long hair I missed touching. He shook his head back and forth as 
he did so. “I can’t believe how badly I fucked all of this up. I realize there 
are only so many ways for me to say I’m sorry, but I hope you'll be able 
to move past it enough to allow me to prove myself to you, Ev.” 

And that was where I felt my resolve weakening, because while a part 
of me was angry, I also desperately missed the closeness we had shared 
before our world blew up. “The impromptu speech at the concert helped a 
bit,” I admitted. 

“Well, it was far from impromptu. We’ve been planning that for a while 
now, but I’m glad it helped.” 

I kicked my feet nervously back and forth over the plush carpeting. 
“Well, I should really get back to my own suite before Ainsley worries,” I 
mumbled. 


“Or you can text her that you’re okay, and stay here.” I glanced up after 
remaining silent for some time. “We don’t have to do anything but sit and 
talk. I'd like to hear about your time in Ibiza,” he started to say before his 
face scrunched up. “I think,” he added. I knew he was probably worried 
I’d hooked up with someone there. Ainsley had encouraged me to do just 
that, but I hadn’t been able to. Besides, as widely as I was hated, I 
wotried some asshole might film us and try to capitalize on my infamous 
name with some dirty and depraved sex tape. 

“There’s not much to tell beyond drinking, dancing, swimming, and 
tanning,” I offered with a shrug. 

“Will you come stay, for a bit, and just talk?” He asked, finally. I didn’t 
think it was a good idea, but at the same time, I made no move to leave. 
As if our bodies were acting without our permission, we both moved a 
little closer, until I could feel the heat coming off of his body and 
warming my own. 

“C’mere,” Jay huffed out thickly, as he yanked me closer to him by 
wrapping his arm around my shoulder. “I’ve missed you so damn much, 
Ev.” 

“TI missed you too,” I admitted, before I could censor myself. He must 
have noticed me cringe afterward because he hugged me tighter to his 
body as he sighed. 

“T hope you allow me to make up for being a dumb ass. When I got 
back that morning,” he huffed out another long sigh before continuing. 
“Well, let’s just say nothing had gone right. Lydia attempted to blackmail 
me, the surprise kiss she manufactured for the paparazzi, and then 
everything that happened afterward... My world has never felt so damn 
wrong. Just so you know though, I recorded our entire conversation 
during that breakfast, so you can listen to it if you ever choose to. Lydia’s 
horrific attempts to get what she wanted were nothing compared to the 
punch to the gut I got when I stepped out of the restaurant to see Drew 
Michaels standing there looking murderous.” 

That was news to me. Drew had never mentioned that he had spoken to 
Jay at the restaurant. Then again, I’d had my phone turned off so he 
didn’t really get the opportunity to fill me in. 

“He just looked at me, shook his head, and asked if I knew how badly 


I’d just fucked up. I glanced around to see if you were nearby, and when I 
didn’t see you anywhere, Drew laughed at me and explained that you had 
already left after seeing how I greeted my ex.” Jay pulled me tight to him 
once again, as if to reassure himself that I was really there, despite his 
stupidity. “I got this sick feeling in the pit of my stomach, and I just knew 
I'd lost you at that point. I remembered lying to you that morning. I only 
did it because I thought it would protect you and keep any more of my 
shit from hurting you. 

“IT don’t even know why I thought it was a good idea. I guess because 
the two people I told about going to see Lydia had tried to talk me out of 
it, and I figured you would have as well.” He waved off the idea with the 
hand that wasn’t glued to my side. I wondered who the hell else knew 
what he was doing that morning, because that meant someone else might 
have lied to me as well, and that did not give me warm and fuzzy feelings 
about being back here on tour with the same people. Still, I had said 
nothing and allowed him to continue to tell me what happened from his 
point of view. 

“When we got back to the busses, and everyone was in a panic because 
you and all of your shit was gone, I swear a piece of me died inside. I 
didn’t know what to do to make it right, especially when you wouldn’t 
answer calls from anyone. Then Deacon informed us, through Greg, that 
you’d gone home for graduation. I breathed a sigh of relief for about five 
minutes. That was before Drew clamped his hand down on my shoulder 
and said, ‘you’d better tell Trav what happened before he finds out 
another way.’ So, I did that, and the fucker sucker punched me 
immediately,” Jay scrubbed at a phantom, remembered pain, and I 
couldn’t help but laugh. 

He turned an incredulous look my way then. “You’re laughing about 
me getting sucker punched?” 

“Well, you deserved it,” I giggled out. “And I have to respect my big 
brother sticking up for me.” 

“Okay, I guess I can’t argue that, but you don’t have to take so much 
pleasure from my pain,” he teased as he began tickling me. 

“No, stop!” I laughed while attempting to get away from his torturous 
fingers. The giggles poured out of me as he continued his assault. We 


ended up rolling onto the floor, me beneath him, and his arousal poking 
ardently against my thigh. 

“Ev,” he whispered hoarsely. “I didn’t. We don’t. Shit.” He started to 
get off of me when I reached up and wrapped my hand around his neck. I 
threw all of my thoughts and worries out the window as I pulled lightly 
on the back of his head in order to bring our mouths together for a kiss. 
My mind was a jumbled space of what ifs, whys, and crap I wanted to just 
toss away. That was the only reasonable explanation for my kissing the 
man I was still so angry with. The really sad part, was that the kiss was 
everything. It started out as a low-level smolder and climbed its way to 
combustion within seconds. It was worlds away from the simple kiss I had 
sought out in order to make all the pain go away. 

His tongue licked at my lips, requesting entry I was only to happy to 
give, then things moved from wow to a damn near spiritual experience. I 
had forgotten what it was like to be in Jay’s orbit. His blond hairs trailed 
down, tickling my cheeks and neck as he continued the kiss. His hands 
roamed from my waist, where he’d been tickling me, up to cup each of 
my breasts, as if to test that the weight of them was exactly as he 
remembered. The tingles that traveled from the upper portion of my body 
to other regions, made it perfectly clear that my body was totally onboard 
with where things were going, even if my mind still had some 
reservations. My heart, that bitch had locked herself in a dark closet, 
determined to let the chips fall where they may. 

“Ev,” Jay hissed as my hips bucked up beneath him to get some of that 
sweet friction I craved. 

“Please,” I begged him, not knowing exactly what I was begging for 
anymore. More of him. More of his kisses, touches, his everything. I was 
just one big messy ball of need. 

“We still need to talk,” he pointed out, clearly as affected as I was. 

“Later. Right now, I just need you. I need this. Please,” I whispered into 
his lips. 

With one last sigh, he gave in and moved over me completely, lining 
our bodies up so that when he crashed our lips back together our hips met 
as well, putting glorious friction to work on the parts in between that 
need it the most. “God, I missed you so much, Ev.” His words were a 


groan and a prayer all in one. Then he was reaching behind himself as he 
snatched his shirt off, over his head, in that super cool way that guys do. 
As his shirt fell away, somewhere off to our side, his hair cascaded back 
down around his broad, muscled shoulders. I traced my fingertips 
reverently down his perfect pectorals to the well-defined abdominal, and 
that sweet dusting of golden hair that led from his belly button down into 
his jeans and on toward the part of him I most wanted to be reacquainted 
with. 

Jay’s hot breath traced along my neck, as he planted sweet, open- 
mouthed kisses all the way down from the sensitive spot just behind my 
ear, to the crook where my neck met my shoulder. The wicked sensation 
tantalized while sending electric pulses on a blazing trail of lust, directly 
from where his lips left gooseflesh on my skin to my clit as it throbbed 
with anticipation. My panties were absolutely destroyed at that point. 

“Jay,” I whimpered his name as he released me long enough to pull my 
shirt over my head too. The talented man somehow managed to take my 
bra right along with it. His hands actually shook as he worshipped each 
part of my body that he uncovered. The trail of heat he blazed down my 
torso filled me with love, lust, impatience, and a need that couldn’t be 
quenched by anything other than him. 

“I can’t begin to tell you how much I’ve missed this body of yours, Ev. 
You are absolute perfection. So fucking sweet.” He kissed down further. 
“So gorgeous.” He sucked my nipple into his mouth and when he released 
it with an audible pop he added, “So fucking’ perfect.” 

Time both stood still and sped up while I was lost to my lust fuelled 
haze. My pants were off before I even registered it happening. Then his 
face was between my legs where he inhaled deeply, not caring one iota 
that my panties were completely and utterly soaked. “Mmm,” he groaned 
out as he hooked his thumbs into the waistband at each side of my 
panties and began pulling them down my legs in a torturously slow 
motion. 

“Jay,” I whined as he chuckled. 

“Ev, it’s been a while. I want to savor this. Your body, your scent, your 
taste,” and with that last word he swiped that wicked tongue of his right 
up my center, sending a blast of heat and need flashing through me. Jay 


dipped his bulky shoulders and maneuvered me until my legs lay draped 
down his back. “Sweet fuckin’ heaven,” I heard him mumble before he 
went back to work shattering my world with his mouth. That was before 
he added the magic of his fingers to the mix. I tossed my head back on 
the pillow that had fallen off of the couch with us, and let out the longest, 
open-mouthed, none-too-quiet moan I’d ever managed, as my thighs 
shook uncontrollably. 

“Jay,” I hissed out his name as he continued working me through that 
first orgasm that had taken me by complete surprise. “Jay, please,” I 
pleaded with him. “I need you.” I tugged on his shoulders then, trying to 
move him back up my body, as I allowed my legs to drift off his solid, 
hulking shoulders and spread openly in invitation. 

Jay finally took the hint and slid back up my body, where he 
immediately started to work himself into me, only to pause and glance 
down into my eyes. “Shit, I don’t have anything here with me.” 

“Have you been with anyone else?” I asked, almost afraid of what his 
response would be. 

His face scrunched up in obvious disgust. “No, you’re the only one 
babe. I swear to you.” 

“I believe you,” I managed to get out. He still hesitated before asking 
the question I knew was coming. “What about you?” 

I just laughed at the notion that I could have possibly been with 
anyone. “No, I was a bit too preoccupied to even consider anyone else a 
possibility. I’m still on birth control too. I get the shot every three 
months, so no missed doses either.” 

“Are you sure you’re ready for this?” Jay asked, as he looked me in the 
eye. “T’ll understand if...” 

“Yes, I need you,” I responded while cutting off his attempt to give me 
an out, and without any further hesitation he slid inside of me. Explaining 
how it felt to have him back inside me was not possible. I had my other 
half back with me. I felt absolutely, decadently and wholly complete. 

At some point during the night, we’d managed to make our way to his 
bedroom within the suite. It was a larger, more luxurious, version of the 
one I was supposed to be sharing with Ainsley. When I awoke, it was 
because the light of day had begun filtering into the room through the 


drapes that had never been properly closed. The empty bed beside me 
was almost a reminder of the way I’d woken up the last time we’d been 
together. Only, this time, the bed was still warm, and I could hear the 
shower running, letting me know where Jay was. 

My phone alert going off from the other room finally pulled me from 
the love nest Jay and I had made of his bed. I still hadn’t managed to 
locate it when I heard a male voice call out while knocking on the door. 
“Room service.” 

“I got it, babe. Go back in the room.” Jay told me this as he walked 
past me in only a towel, while slapping my still very nude ass. Shit. I 
scurried back to the bedroom and dove under the covers for added 
protection from the room service guy who wouldn’t even make it through 
the first door knowing Jay. 

“Sorry,” Jay apologized when he brought the rolling cart, with a 
complete breakfast on it, into the room. “I was trying to surprise you with 
breakfast in bed.” He maneuvered the food trolley over closer to where I 
sat buried under the covers on the bed. 

“Oh,” I huffed out. “It was actually the light streaming in through the 
windows that woke me. I heard my phone going off and went to find it 
when room service knocked. I certainly wasn’t about to open the door 
while I was standing there in the buff.” I rambled while Jay just smiled at 
me. He began uncovering the various dishes and pouring two cups of 
coffee from the carafe. All the smells had my stomach rumbling audibly, 
we both laughed at the hideous noise it managed to make. “Good call on 
breakfast,” I mumbled in between the laughter. 

“Yeah, well, I figured we both burned a lot of calories last night.” He 
waggled his eyebrows suggestively at me. Another knock on the door had 
him groaning, and once again, he told me to stay put as he climbed back 
off the bed and proceeded to head for the living room. His close were still 
there, littering the floor, as mine were. 

A few minutes later, Jay entered the bedroom area while quickly 
closing the door behind himself. He had a pile of clothing in his hands, 
and tossed them to me on the bed. “Better get dressed, sweetheart. 
Deacon and Travis are out there waiting to speak with you.” 

“What in the hell?” I asked, but Jay had already turned and made his 


way out the door, closing it behind him. I closed my eyes, took a deep 
breath, and prayed to all the known gods out there that shit was not 
about to hit the fan again. 


16 —- BREAKFAST IN BED 


It only took me a few minutes to slip back into my clothes from the night 
before, and even less time to worry about the walk of shame look I’d be 
rockin’ when I left this room to greet my brother and my boss. I did make 
a last minute, command decision to take the bacon with me. It was the 
perfect crunchy, savory, greasy, salty goodness that my body so 
desperately needed to get it to shut the hell up. I wasn’t sure my heart 
would thank me for it later, but my stomach was sending out thanks in 
the form of its silence. 

“Hey Sis, Nice outfit. Seems like I’ve seen you wearing it rather recently 
though,” my brother’s sarcasm wasn’t missed, nor was the smirk that 
went with it. 


“Well, I’ve had it quite a while. I’m sure you’ve see it on me before,” I 
countered as I took another bite of my bacon. 

“Ts that bacon? Where did you get bacon? 

Travis asked. 

“From a pig, duh!” I explained with an exaggerated eye roll. 

Deacon and Jay laughed while Travis scoffed and moved past me, 
following his nose to the bedroom, where he then let out an audible 
groan. “Great!” he yelled. “I did not need to see your messy sheets or your 
bra hanging off the bed, Ev.” I knew he was at least partially lying to kill 
the tension, because I was wearing my bra, that had been disposed of in 
the living room area the previous night. Despite his semi-faked disgust 
with the scene he had walked in on, he came back with a sausage link in 
one hand and a blueberry scone in the other. 

“m assuming you were here for something other than snooping 
around and stealing my breakfast, especially since you brought Deacon 
along?” 

“I didn’t bring him,” my brother told me as he sat on one of the two 
couches. I was headed here to snoop and show you a video. Deacon had 
his own news.” 

“T still have news to share,” Deacon told us as he tipped his head 
toward the couches in the sitting area, indicating we should all 
congregate there. “Lydia has lawyers sending the lawsuits to the studio 
and the Wicked Web, alleging slander on your part against her, Jay. 
They’ve hinted at a liable suit too since she seems to fancy herself a 
‘talent manager’ now.” Deacon’s use of air quotes around the words talent 
manager were hilarious, forcing a laugh out of me. 

“Sorry,” I mumbled as I managed to get my laughter under control. 
“Please, continue.” 

“Yes, well, she’s claiming everything was a lie and the video you 
showed people was a fabrication.” 

“We still have the original on Micah’s phone,” Jay jumped in to say as 
Deacon waved off his small bit of panic. 

“No matter,” he explained as he took a tablet out of the messenger bag 
he had sitting at his feet. He queued up an online entertainment news site 
where Dylan Haverty, former lead singer of Seduction & Sacrifice, was 


staring into the camera. “Dylan went on record early this morning, or late 
last night back home, to tell his side of things. 

“Great,” Jay grumbled. “What did that douche nozzle have to say?” 

I didn’t wait for Deacon to tell us, instead I opted to hear it from the 
horse’s mouth. I leaned over, after realizing what I thought was a picture 
of Dylan had been a paused video, and pushed play. 

“You said you wanted to come clean about your alleged relationship 
with Lydia Mercier, ex-girlfriend of The Infinite Everything’s guitarist, Jay 
Turner. Can you tell us how you came to be together in that seemingly 
damning video Jay Turner played in London at their last concert?” A 
young, male reporter asked. 

Dylan nodded before speaking. “Lydia saw my old band, Seduction & 
Sacrifice, playing a gig in a dive bar off the strip almost two years ago. 
She told us she had connections with The Infinite Everything and many 
more important people, and that if we listened to her, she’d get us real 
gigs and maybe a recording contract.” Dylan laughed. “We knew she was 
for real because we’d seen her in pictures with the band before. I just 
figured she and Jay had parted ways as a couple when she got flirty with 
me. About a week later we were tearing up the sheets together on a 
somewhat regular basis. At least we were whenever Lydia wasn’t out of 
town on business.” 

“T had read before that Lydia didn’t work,” the interviewer stated. 

Dylan ran his hands through his hair and swallowed thickly. 
“Apparently she didn’t. I found out about that months later though. “Out 
of town on business’ was apparently her own code for time being spent 
with Jay.” 

“So youre saying, at some point during your affair, you found out 
Lydia and Jay were still together?” 

Dylan nodded his head, looking remorseful. “Yeah, man. That’s the part 
I’m not proud of. I found out, and she kept feeding me a line of shit about 
how it was too complicated to leave because they had mutual business 
and personal assets, and if she just up and left she’d lose everything. 
Lydia really had been doing great things for our band, so I chose to 
believe her.” 

“The video we saw, was that when everything came to a head, finally? 


And how long had you been together at that point?” 

Dylan went on to tell, in his own words, what happened the day he’d 
been caught backstage with Lydia. He also spoke about learning that 
she’d been pregnant a few months prior. He even divulged that Jay knew 
about the pregnancy, but that Lydia told him she had suffered a 
miscarried after she had actually had an abortion because she wasn’t sure 
who the father was. 

“Jay is a classy dude,” Dylan went on to say. “All of the baby and 
abortion talk had to be on that video, but he didn’t play that part during 
the concert. He just played enough to tell everyone the truth so they’d 
stop blaming the wrong person.” Dylan’s tight smile flashed on screen 
then. “I feel really bad for that girl,” he commented then. 

“Yow’re talking about Everly Dawson?” The interviewer questioned. 

“Yeah, she seemed really sweet and she basically got thrown under the 
bus of everyone else’s mess. All of these people have been hating on her, 
when she’s done nothing wrong. It should have all been on Lydia and me. 
She’s the liar and cheater here. From what I have heard since, I’m not the 
only one Lydia was screwing while she was with Jay either.” 

“And there you have it, folks, straight from Dylan Haverty’s mouth.” I 
didn’t wait for the reporter to close out the segment. I clicked on the 
pause button and glanced toward Jay, offering him a supportive smile. He 
seemed to be tormented by the video instead of being relieved by the 
someone else corroborating the validity of the narrative he had given to 
the public at the concert the night before. To be sure this video admission 
would throw a major wrench in any lawsuits that Lydia had just 
threatened. 

“What’s the matter?” I asked. He just shook off my question. 

“Well, I had a different video to show you guys,” Travis explained as he 
put his phone down on the coffee table in front of us. He hit play and 
there was a shaky cell phone camera video that finally stabilized showing 
none other than Lydia Mercier herself. 

“Who cares if I cheated on him? I bet he was boning that little cunt, 
Evie all summer. I met her when she first came to L.A. She thought she 
was too good to go to dinner with us. She was probably plotting to take 
him from me the whole time. It’s not enough that her brother is a rock 


star wanna-be, she decided to tag along and try to steal my money from 
me.” 

“You mean your man?” The woman behind the camera asked. 

Lydia was clearly trashed, if her crazy eye roll and slurred speech were 
anything to go by. “Same fucking thing, honey. The only good man is the 
one with the good money. 

Travis cut the video off there. “Not really anything else worth hearing 
from that point. The dumb bitch passed out not long after, and whoever 
had been taking the video just got up and left her there like that. 

I turned to Deacon then. “I think, considering everything we’ve seen 
this morning, that the legalities you spoke about earlier will end up being 
a moot point.” He nodded in agreement. 

“I knew that when I came in here, but I thought you should see it for 
yourselves so you understand what I’m about to ask of you.” 

That had tension seeping back into my shoulders that had only just 
begun to release from the shit storm that had been brewing for weeks 
now. “What exactly is that?” I asked as another knock sounded on the 
door to the suite. 

“Let me get that first,” Deacon stated as he stood and headed for the 
door to the room. “I invited Miles up, since he’ll be a part of setting 
everything up today.” 


17 - IS THIS REAL 


Miles Turner — no relations to Jay — waltzed into the room as if he owned 
the place. “Did you fill them in on everything?” He asked as he came over 
to where we were all seated and promptly stole the seat that had 
belonged to Deacon previously. 

Deacon just sighed and shook his head, but continued standing rather 
than having to snuggle in closely to Miles and Travis. “I showed them the 
video, and was about to fill them in when you knocked. Feel free to do 
the honors, now that you’re here.” 

“We are setting up a press conference downstairs. It was one thing for 
you to drop that bomb of yours at the concert last night, Jay, but it’s an 
entirely different beast in the light of day. Since you pulled the cat out of 


the bag, we are going to need you to get your ass downstairs by eleven, 
and make sure you either pop that little bitch back in the bag or tame it. I 
really don’t care how you handle shit at this point. You were asked not to 
do something so careless, and yet you did it anyway.” Miles was clearly 
annoyed that Jay had gone off script, and it didn’t seem to bother him 
one bit that everyone was now giving him the evil eye. 

“Did you listen to anything I told the audience last night?” Jay 
reprimanded. “Our waiting, so that you could have the police build a 
criminal and civil case against Lydia, ended up costing Everly far too 
much. Something needed to be said and done.” 

Miles waved Jay’s angry statement away. “Actually, it didn’t. Everly is 
no concern of the record label’s or mine. She works for him,” he stated as 
he pointed his thumb over toward where Deacon had perched himself 
against the side of the couch. His face was actually turning a bit red with 
what I figured was anger as he listened to Miles. 

“No concern of yours, huh?” Deacon asked in a strangled manner that 
hinted at his barely repressed rage. Miles finally clued in to who all was 
in the room and how they’d taken his attitude. 

“Well, you see...” he started trying to sputter out only to be hushed by 
Deacon. 

“T see, all right. I see that Ms. Dawson is one of the best employees I’ve 
had in a very long time. I see that your client caused all this trouble for 
her, and you are part of the reason I almost had to pull her from this tour. 
I promise you, if —- for any reason — I have to end up doing so, it will be 
the last tour my company works on for any of your clients or Masters 
Records. Let’s keep that in mind while you are too busy to care about the 
backlash your plan has cost my employee, since you seem to think what 
impacts her won’t bounce back to you eventually.” 

“Let’s not be hasty, you know what I meant. She’s not my client; 
therefor she isn’t my priority when these things happen. What we need to 
do, is make sure all this gets cleared up and nothing blows back further, 
We don’t need to take a financial hit for the rest of the tour or record 
sales if things get uglier than they already have.” 

“From what I saw, album sales aren’t a concern. If anything the 
publicity has increased both album and ticket sales for future concerts, so 


I’m not sure what your angle I,.” my boss argued. 

“Here’s what’s going to happen,” Miles finally huffed out in frustration. 
“T need for Jay to come downstairs at 11, and give a statement, maybe do 
a little question and answer session with the press. It will be broadcast 
live on the band’s website too. That way the band can point to the 
complete footage in case one of the media rats tries to run with sound 
bites that have been tampered with or taken out of context.” 

“Tm not sure this is a good idea,” Jay muttered. He looked a little 
ashen and sorrowful as his eyes met mine. “I made my statement last 
night. It was recorded. Let it stand for itself. Ev’s been through enough. 
I’ve been through enough. When do we get to call it quits on the lies that 
assholes outside of our bubble are tossing around?” 

“That’s just it. We’re trying to shut it all down with this one last 
interview. We should have footage of Lydia being arrested to play for the 
press who will be there too. That way, we can get all the dirty laundry 
aired at once, while clearing the two of you of any wrong doing in the 
court of public opinion,” Miles stated rather convincingly. 

“Okay,” I told him as I turned to Jay, “I get it. I'll be there beside you, 
or back behind the scenes, wherever you need me for this.” 

“Ev,” he whispered mournfully. “You shouldn’t have to do this, period.” 

“But I do. There’s no use denying that the press will want to at least see 
me, if not speak to me.” 

“Which is why I asked that this meeting include Everly as well as you, 
Jay. She is absolutely right. I’ve been fielding as many requests to speak 
to her as I have to speak to you. She’s not even my client,” the last bit 
came out with clear exasperation in his tone. 

“Sorry,” I muttered as I shrugged my shoulders, not really sorry at all. 
“It’s funny that you’re so put out, because you guys could have nipped 
this shit in the bud from the beginning. Doing it your way allowed for 
everything to build exponentially. Now, you get to deal with the snowball 
that rolled downhill and became an avalanche. I got buried under it. P’ll 
dig my way back out, but I promise you all this, right now. If anything 
like this ever happens again, and it isn’t addressed and taken care of 
immediately, I will walk. I will talk. And no, I won’t give a good goddamn 
about any nondisclosure bullshit you made me sign. I will do tell-all after 


tell-all. You can sue me for the exactly zero dollars I have to my name, 
and I won’t accept payment for any of it, so you won’t get the money 
offered to me either. I’ll do it just to watch you squirm, just to watch your 
clients jump ship to a sturdier boat. Am I fucking clear?” Travis started a 
golf clap while Jay just grinned in my general direction. Miles had begun 
to sweat, but only acknowledged what I had to say with a slow tip of his 
chin. I didn’t bother to look at Deacon. “Now, I need to go change so we 
can get this shit over with.” 


At eleven, on the dot, I found myself standing beside Jay, who was in 
front of a podium in the hotel’s conference room. The same one where the 
bands had attempted to celebrate the graduation that wasn’t with me. 
Nerves flared up as I watched the news crews, and their reporters who 
looked like they were chomping at the bit to get to the question and 
answer portion of this circus. Meanwhile, there I was, trying not to sweat 
off all the makeup that had been applied to me behind the scenes. 

Jay cleared his throat to gain everyone’s attention, and then he began 
to speak. “Last night, I explained a few things to our audience here in 
London about what had been going on in my personal life, since everyone 
seemed to think they had the right to know. They thought they had a 
right to comment on my life, and destroy parts of it along with the people 
who shared those parts with me.” Jay glared right at the media, and their 
cameramen, for a few minutes before continuing on. 

He clicked on something that had been set up on the podium in front of 
him and a video started playing on a large screen just behind, and over 
our heads. It was video of what had been said the previous night. Once it 
was done, Jay turned his attention back to the media that were present. “I 
would think that was pretty fuckin’ self explanatory, but since you guys in 
the media can’t seem to get your shit together long enough to report on 
actual facts, here we are.” I wasn’t certain it was a good thing to taunt the 
media with their mistakes, but Jay didn’t relent. “Now, what I’m going to 
say is this, everything I said last night stands. I am aware that Lydia 
Mercier has attempted to file a defamation suit against me, claiming the 


video was rigged, but I’m sure you’ve also all now seen that Dylan 
Haverty actually made a statement confirming the video was real, and 
that there was actually a lot more damning material on it where Lydia 
was concerned. 

“I never cheated on anyone. Everly Dawson is no home-wrecker. You 
can’t wreck what’s already broken and in ashes. The fact of the matter is, 
that I was long broken up with Lydia before Everly and I ever even did so 
much as flirt with one another. Period. The only scandal here is that my 
ex-girlfriend was screwing pretty much everyone in the industry, and 
stealing from our band and management while she did. She was also 
telling a bunch of lies to anyone who would listen, and that you lot ate 
the fuck up without bothering to verify first. In doing so, you caused a lot 
of damage to people I care about, and none to the one person in this 
scenario who deserved everyone’s wrath.” 

“Why is Everly Dawson standing beside you today? Are the two of you 
together again?” A male reporter in the back shouted, obviously 
becoming impatient while waiting for the question and answer portion of 
this shit show. 

“First of all, Everly Dawson works for Wicked Web Tour Management. 
She operates as our tour manager’s assistant and personal assistant to the 
band. It is literally her job to be here right now. Granted, she wouldn’t be 
out here with me at the podium normally, but since this involved her, 
that’s where she has to be. 

“Everly is a dear friend to all of us, and a very special person to me. 
Finally, you don’t get to know any more than that about what may, or 
may not, be happening between Everly and me on a personal level, 
because you all decided you liked to listen and report on lies and drama 
where we were concerned, instead of ever coming to us to ask your 
questions. If and when we ever feel the need to share the dynamics of our 
relationship — whether that is business only, friendship, or more — we’ll let 
you know. Until then, spare us all the bullshit speculation. We’re tired of 
it, and you’re obviously getting it all wrong anyway. Every one of you 
was quick to jump on the bandwagon that I was a cheater and that Ev 
was a home-wrecker, and reality couldn’t have been further from the 
truth. 


“On that note, I challenge the so-called entertainment media to actually 
fact check, and tell real stories, instead of the made up bullshit they 
usually throw out for public consumption based on speculation and 
fantasy. Your fictional accounts of events have an impact. They hurt good 
people, and elevate the assholes of this world. Just so we are completely 
clear on this situation going forward, if I see one more deceitful story 
involving myself, my band, Everly Dawson, or any of our other 
employees, I will personally see to it that each of you is locked down in 
litigation hell. ’m not just going to go after your agencies either. You 
make it personal, and I will sue you, personally. You misquote, or try to 
fabricate pictures and sound bites to suit your made up stories, and I will 
see you in court. It is as simple and as complicated as that.” 

“Everly!” One of the newsies called out to me. “Is it true that you were 
responsible for breaking up your brother’s band prior to all of this mess 
coming out about your indiscretions with Jay? Are you simply moving 
through each band causing discord?” 

Jay stepped forward, answering for me. “Fourth Down has never 
broken up. They are still touring with us, as everyone saw pretty clearly 
at last night’s concert. Again, check your damn facts before I see you in 
court.” 

Deacon stepped up then. “On that note, I’d like to address the fact that 
this whole press conference was streamed live on the band’s website. For 
those of you who are, as I speak, trying to pull together bits and pieces to 
make a different statement than what was presented here today, I’d 
suggest you think again. Everyone in the general public with access to the 
internet may watch this press conference in its entirety for free on the 
band’s website. No need to see, or read about it, elsewhere.” 

At that point, the press conference was pretty much over. It was clear 
they were going to try to go for blood — mine again — and I wasn’t going 
to stand there for it. I wasn’t even sure why they were so gung-ho about 
ripping into me. What the hell had I ever done to deserve that shit? I 
didn’t know, and probably would never find out. 

“We need to talk for a few,” Deacon told Jay as we walked out of the 
back side of the conference room headed for the elevator that would take 
us up to where most of the rooms were for both bands. Deacon glanced in 


my direction then. “Do you mind going on up?” As if on cue, my brother 
appeared out of nowhere and slung an arm around my shoulder. 

“No probs, Deac. I have her,” he told the man as he steered me in the 
opposite direction from the other two men. Jay looked like he wanted to 
object, but business would not wait, nor would my brother. 

“What’s going on, Trav?” I asked once we were safely ensconced in an 
elevator on our way to his room. 

“I wanted to talk to you about the whole situation with Jay.” I started 
to interject with a ‘not your business’ sentiment, but he staved me off 
with a raised hand and ‘hold up a minute’ expression. “Hear me out first, 
then tell me how my opinions don’t matter later, okay?” 

“As long as you realize that’s exactly how this is going to happen, sure, 
why not?” 

“How do you feel about Jay, Sis?” His question was so frank and to the 
point that I was stunned silent for a minute. I figured this would just be a 
big brother lecture, not an interactive talk. 

“Before everything happened I was falling for him, Trav. I thought of 
him as one of my truly good friends, and the chemistry we had together 
just added to that mix in such a lovely way.” I shrugged my shoulders, 
because I hadn’t been given a chance to truly think about how I felt in the 
aftermath. 

“That was before, but what about after all the shit that’s gone down?” 

I was flummoxed that there was no judgment in his tone. My brother 
really wanted to know how I felt since I was turned into public enemy 
number one. “I don’t know how to answer that, because I haven’t digested 
everything yet. I’ve pretty much run the gamut of emotions over the past 
few weeks. I’ve been in love, been happy, pissed, angry, depressed, 
ashamed, and completely lost. The roller coaster hasn’t stopped to let me 
off just yet, so it’s difficult to assess.” 

“T get that, but clearly you made some sort of decision since you slept 
with him last night.” Travis cringed when he said the words and I wanted 
to chuckle, but held it all in because he was actually having a grown up 
conversation with me for the first time since we both officially became 
grown-ups. 

I huffed out a breath. “I don’t know what last night meant, to be 


honest. It was a way to not have to think about everything. I was grateful 
that he’d finally told our side of the story, somewhat. That didn’t negate 
the lies and the long, damaging wait to get the truth out there. He 
explained why the record label wanted him to wait on saying anything, 
since they had Lydia under investigation for some other shit and didn’t 
want to tip her off. I get that, but I disagreed with him doing it. I 
wouldn’t have ruined him in order to save an investigation into Clay if it 
had been necessary, you know? I just wouldn’t have. So, I’m equal parts 
relieved and still mad if that even makes sense.” 

“Did you keep loving him through all of that though?” 

“T guess a part of me did. You can love someone and still be angry with 
them or disapprove of what they’ve done.” 

He nodded his head sagely as he swiped the key card in the hotel room 
door. “How do you think he feels about you?” 

“Well, he told me he loved me, so I guess that’s how he feels. I won’t 
presume to speak for him.” 

“T guess, but it didn’t look like he loved you when he refused to stick up 
for you.” My brother put to words one of the things I had been trying to 
wrap my head around. “I don’t want you stuck in another situation like 
the one with Clay, Everly. You were able to see him in action and keep on 
trucking because you didn’t have any real feelings for him. That’s not 
going to be the same if things don’t work out between you and Jay. You'll 
have to work with him, or look like a punk-ass employee if you need to 
request a change of position.” 

“T know all that, Trav. Look, I get that you’re confused, because I have 
been too, but I have my work priorities set. I won’t falter with them no 
matter what. Besides, you can always kick his ass nightly if the need 
should arise.” I offered up that solution with a wink and smile to let him 
know I was joking. 

“Don’t think for a minute that I don’t already have that shit planned 
out. I already blindsided him once,” he admitted. 

“T know, Jay told me.” 

“That rat-faced weasel!” My brother hissed out dramatically. 

“Nah, he was telling me about Drew seeing what happened at the 
restaurant that morning before I left, and how you sucker punched him 


later that day. He admitted he deserved that, and more, for not telling me 
his plan up front. I think of the two of us, I know exactly what I’d be 
getting myself into by continuing anything with Jay.” 

“The question is, are you continuing, or was last night a fluke?” 

I shrugged. “I don’t know. It’s easy to get lost in the moment with him, 
but my heart aches for all the wrong ways he handled our situation. I 
can’t help but wonder what will happen down the line? Will it be more of 
the same, or will he actually have my back? I guess only time will tell 
that though. So, my plan, dear brother of mine, is to take everything one 
day at a time, and to follow my heart wherever that may lead. Maybe 
that’s with Jay. Maybe it ends up leading me somewhere else altogether.” 

A knock on the door startled us both before Travis jumped into action, 
and went to see who the hell was beating down the door like they were 
the police trying to serve a search warrant. “What the hell, man?” He 
asked Chris, who stood there waving his cell phone at the both of us. 

“Thought you might both want to see this shit,” Chris stated as he 
moved closer to where I was standing in the middle of the simple hotel 
room. 

I sighed, while attempting to roll the increased tension out of my 
rapidly stiffening neck. It did not work. Not at all. “What now?” 

“Well, have a seat, and see for yourselves,” Chris offered up cryptically, 
as he sat sandwiched between my brother and me. 

He queued up a video, and immediately I cringed upon seeing the face 
of my ex-boyfriend, and their ex-bandmate, Clay. 

“T wanted to set the record straight about my departure from the band, 
Fourth Down. I had a substance abuse problem. That was the only reason 
for my dismissal from the band. I was released from rehab to find a bunch 
of shit out there blaming Travis Dawson’s sister, Everly, for my being 
dismissed, and felt it was only appropriate to clear the air. 

“First and foremost, let me say that my actions are the only reason for 
being released from the band, and I am both regretful and offer my 
humble apologies to all of those people that I hurt and let down along the 
way. Everly Dawson holds no blame in those mistakes. Hell, I wish I could 
blame her, because then that would mean I wasn’t the dumbass who 
screwed up and lost everything, and I mean more than just a gig with the 


band. Everly is an amazing, beautiful person. I wish her the best, both in 
her professional and private life. I harbor no resentment towards her, or 
Fourth Down, because as I stated before, they were all just working with 
what I gave them, and that wasn’t a whole hell of a lot beyond trouble. 

“This is the only statement I plan on making, as I’m focused on getting 
my own shit together. Thank you, and best of luck to Fourth Down as 
they complete their world tour with The Infinite Everything. ’'m looking 
forward to buying your first official full length album, guys!” 

“Well, ’ll be damned!” Travis exclaimed as he sat there staring at the 
video as it faded out. Then he glanced up at me. “At least he did the right 
thing by you as soon as he found out shit was going down.” 

I nodded my head. “Yeah, I guess so. I’m just glad he got help and is 
working on fixing himself. Finding him overdosing was a scary thing.” 

Both Chris and Travis glanced my way then, giving me looks of 
sympathy mixed with admiration. “I don’t think we ever truly, properly 
thanked you for everything you did for us, Evie.” Chris told me as he 
shook his head back and forth. “Can’t believe we were dumb enough not 
to demand that you be kept on contract with our band as our personal 
assistant.” 

“Yeah, we definitely fucked up there. I screwed that up, big time since I 
should have been looking out for you all along.” 

I just shrugged my shoulders. “It all worked out the way it was 
supposed to, guys. This way, Ainsley gets to prove herself with you guys, 
and I get to prove that I’m not just tagging along with my brother’s band. 
I'll stand out better, and be recognized for more, without that connection 
hanging over my head.” 

“Tm real fuckin’ happy you found a sunny side to my fuck up, Sis. That 
doesn’t make me less guilty. I fucked up. It won’t happen again. I just 
needed some time to see you as Everly Dawson — bad ass tour promotion 
assistant and personal assistant — instead of Ev, my little sister who needs 
to be sheltered and looked after.” He scoffed at his own words. “I didn’t 
even do a good job of sheltering and looking after you when I thought of 
you as just my little sister. I let all of this crap with the tour, and the 
band, go to my head and forgot that I could have made my own statement 
about what had been going down.” 


“Lessons learned, Trav, all around. It’s all good, I promise.” 

It was a while later that I finally was able to speak to Jay again. By 
then, he had already been informed of Clay’s video announcement, as 
well as the fact that the lawsuit that his ex-girlfriend tried to hit him with 
had been dropped the moment she was picked up and tossed into an 
interrogation room. She tried to use it as a bargaining chip to get out of 
the criminal charges pending against her. It did not fly well, and she was 
currently sitting in a jail somewhere in Los Angeles, awaiting her 
arraignment. News had spread about that too, which was a relief, because 
finally people were starting to see that they had been pointing the finger 
at the wrong damn person all along. Sadly, that all came too late to spare 
me the headache and heartache I had to endure. 

Seeing Jay at my door was both a relief and a burden all at once. 
“Come on in,” I stated evenly as I watched him saunter past me. His hair 
was down, hanging in a curtain of dirty blond strands around his 
shoulders. I wanted nothing more than to run my fingers through those 
fine tresses and give them a tug to bring his mouth to my own, but I 
resisted, because we still had a lot to work through. 

“I take it you heard about Clay?” He asked as soon as I had the door 
shut behind us. 

“T did. It was gracious of him to tell the truth, though meaningless in 
the big scheme of things. 

“Yeah, I guess it is.” Jay stood there watching me, watching him, and I 
wasn’t sure what should come next. Outside of the way he avoided me 
when everything was blowing up, there had never been an awkward 
moment between us. Not when I’d caught my ex cheating. Not when I’d 
caught his doing the same. There weren’t even any awkward moments 
after I was attacked by that groupie who had tried to take advantage of 
Jay on the bus. Standing there, with him in my hotel room, after a night 
of togetherness, and on the heels of all the drama that ensued, we were 
swimming in awkward. 

“This is awkward,” Jay mumbled which caused me to laugh, 
considering where my train of thought had just taken me. “What’s so 
funny?” 

“Nothing,” I told him while pulling my laughter back under control. “I 


had just been thinking the same thing, is all.” 

“Yeah, we’ve never done awkward moments, Evie. It’s weird.” He 
huffed out a sigh after that and made himself at home on my couch. “I’m 
thinking last night was a bad idea,” he finally stated. 

I just continued to watch him, only now with surprise alight in my 
eyes. I couldn’t believe he had regrets about being with me, and he was 
going to voice them. 

“Not in the way you’re clearly thinking over there. It’s just that, I think 
we should have talked more, straightened out where we are and where 
we both want to go moving forward before we hopped back in bed 
together.” 

“That probably would have been smart, and was my plan of action for 
last night’s talk, until it wasn’t.” I chuckled nervously again. “It’s easy to 
get caught up in you, I suppose.” 

“Yeah, likewise, Ev. It’s too damn easy to get caught up in you. So 
where do we go from here, because I feel like it’s ultimately your decision 
at this point, since I’m the fuck up here.” 

“You’re not a fuckup. You just didn’t make the wisest decisions for your 
personal life. I’m sure they were solid if you were only considering your 
career.” I shrugged. “Rock meet hard place.” 

“You can say that again. Balance has never been something I’ve had to 
strive for. It’s just always come easily.” He rolled his eyes and cleared his 
throat then. “Actually, I guess in hindsight, I’ve just had the illusion of 
balance. Every time I had to go out on the road, I’d feel guilty for leaving 
Lydia behind, but she would assure me it was all good. So, I thought I 
found the perfect person to share my crazy life with. Turns out, she just 
had plans for my time away. Where I thought I had balance, there was 
really only chaos. That’s a tough pill to swallow.” 

I remained quiet and waited because it didn’t seem as though he was 
done. I was right, as he started back in again. “Then there was you. I kept 
waiting for the other shoe to drop, because once again, I thought I found 
perfect. Hell, more so than I ever did with Lydia, because when we were 
together, you were always completely engaged in whatever we were 
doing. There was no faking, no getting lost in your phone and ignoring 
us, you know?” He asked, glancing up at me. I did know, so I agreed with 


a tip of my head. 

“So, I had you. My friend, my lover, my sounding board, and you were 
with me on tour so there was no guilt. I was in the position to keep you 
with me, because we have a job you can do, and it was a job that you not 
only loved and excelled at, but you wanted it. It was perfect, Ev. Until it 
wasn’t. The part where it wasn’t,” He took a deep breath there and shook 
his head, as if to clear the cobwebs. “That was all on my shoulders with 
my ex-girlfriend and the Sky stalker situation that I never bothered to 
deal with properly? It was my baggage that was causing our problems, 
and I just sat there and let you take the brunt of it. I didn’t even realize 
that’s what I was doing, until it was too late, because I tried to walk away 
from you. I tried to put distance between us, so that my ugliness wouldn’t 
touch you further. All that did was make everything so much worse.” 

“Jay,” he glanced up at me then, sadness rimming his eyes with unshed 
tears. “I just want to put it all behind us now. Can we do that? Can we 
agree that things were not handled properly, that we’ll both do better in 
the future when it comes to communication, and that we’ll both try to 
forgive and learn from what happened?” It was slow in happening, but 
the sad look on his face eventually morphed into a tug at the corner of his 
lips. Then, a genuine, full-faced Jay smile lit him up from the inside out, 
and nearly brought me to my knees where I was standing. 

“You mean that? You want to start over with me?” 

“No, I don’t want to start over, babe. I just want to move forward 
without this giant cloud hanging over us. I’ve thought about it, talked 
about it, been over it all until I was blue in the face, and the only thing 
that never changed was that I miss having you in my life. Something 
Travis said to me early kind of made me put a few things into perspective. 
My brother was working with the box he had put me in while we were 
growing up, and he made his decisions based on what was already inside 
of that box. I’ve forgiven him those mistakes, and we’ve both learned 
from them. Kind of anyway. I think Trav just put me in a new, slightly 
larger box.” We both chuckled at that admission before I went on. 

“The point is, you did the same, and I get that. You were used to 
working within a certain set of parameters where you basically never had 
to deal with drama or the pushback from your label, agent, or anyone 


else. So, I understand how all of them coming at you, made you react the 
way you did.” I twisted the bottom hem of my shirt up between my 
fingers as I took a breath and carried on. 

“Despite not knowing you that long, I had a box for you too. You were 
my hero, the broken knight in rock star armor that was there for me in 
my time of need. I expected things of you without thinking about the 
parts of you that didn’t exist inside the box I’d made to keep you in.” 

“Is it too soon to make a joke about wanting to get more familiar with 
your box?” He teased, trying to lighten the mood again. 

I chuckled and then looked him in the eye. “I also know that I don’t 
want them to win. I don’t want them to take any more from either of us 
than they already have. Fuck Sky and her problems! Fuck Lydia and the 
bright orange jumpsuit she’s probably rocking while she’s in jail. Fuck it 
all, because at the end of the day, when I lie down and close my eyes, the 
only thing missing from my life has been you. Those bitches don’t get to 
take that away from me too.” 

Jay stood then, and practically charged. He wrapped his arms around 
me tightly, and pulled me up so that my feet dangled just above the floor, 
but we were eye-to-eye as he stood there. “That’s the best damn thing 
that I’ve heard in a really long time, Ev. I mean it. The absolute best! I 
love you.” 

“I love you too, Jay. I missed you so much,” I cried into his shoulder. 

“No tears, baby. You have me now, and I promise you, I’m not going 
anywhere.” He leaned in and kissed me softly on the mouth before adding 
to his sweet sentiment. “I know it’s going to take some time to get back to 
what we had, and I want you to know that I will never let you down like 
that again. It will always be you first, from here on out, Ev. Always.” He 
looked me right in the eye as he said that, and if I’d been standing on my 
own two feet at the time, I probably would have given those ladies of old 
a bit of competition in the swooning department. His words were 
everything, if he stuck to them that would be my undoing for the rest of 
my damn life. 

“T know we talked about how we probably shouldn’t have jumped back 
in so quickly last night, but I am going to need you to take me to bed 
now, Jay. I need you.” 


“Your wish is my command, sweetheart.” He rasped out to me as he 
continued to hold on, while I wrapped my legs around his waist to make 
the effort of him walking us to the bed, more comfortable for the both of 
us. “Missed you so much, Ev. Missed being inside of you, a part of you, 
but most of all, I just missed being together with you. Talking, bantering, 
joking, sharing everything from Pop Tarts to our hopes and dreams. I 
missed it all. Never missed that with my ex, because I never had it to 
miss. 

“You’ve been showing me more and more how wrong I was about that 
whole situation. I settled. Never again. I got you now, and I’m never 
letting you go. I just need you to know that up front. I am never letting 
you go now that I have you back. Losing you is like losing a piece of 
myself.” 

I shut him up by kissing the hell out of him, because if he kept making 
sweet promises and telling me how much I meant, I was definitely not 
going to make it through without swooning for real. My heart beat fast, 
my breathing was uneven, there was absolutely no reason to talk about 
the damage to my panties at that point, but also my head was full of light 
fluffy love and hopeful stuff. I was such a damn girl! 


18 —- NEW ASSIGNMENTS 


Two weeks after joining the tour in London, and things couldn’t have 
been going any better. Since I rarely used the room afforded to me in the 
hotels, that meant I was able to gift it to Ainsley to stay in instead of 
being relegated to a bus or a crappier hotel with the guys from Fourth 
Down. She gladly accepted, since she’d grown up with more luxury in her 
life than I knew what to do with. She stayed where the guys did about 
fifty percent of the time, in order to prove she wasn’t completely prissy 
and too high maintenance, but as she put it, “Some nights a girl just 
needs high thread count sheets to slip between.” I’d grown up in a 
middle-income family far from the excess my best friend had been used 
to, but even I couldn’t argue that logic. 


As for my personal stuff, things had gone back to our pre-drama normal 
for Jay and me. We had been friends first, so aside from our nightly 
romps between those high thread count sheets, that’s where we started 
over; or as I liked to stay: it’s where we began again. The tour ran 
smoothly with both Ainsley and myself making sure our respective bands 
got to where they needed to be and were never late to anything on the 
books. We also handled their social media updates for the band pages. 
That was probably the worst thing that I did for my job, and technically, 
it wasn’t even in my job description to handle it. The record label had 
people who were supposed to handle it, but since I was with the guys, 
taking pictures and videos already, and had set the precedence of doing it 
when I was working with my brother’s band, the label requested that 
Deacon have me continue updating for the bands. 

Deacon informed them that they would be paying me a bonus salary for 
the privilege, because nothing in this world is free. He also told me that 
he felt they all owed me for throwing me under the bus to be run over 
repeatedly. So, there was that. I wasn’t about to argue myself out of 
making more money, so I let him work his magic, and tucked the new pay 
away in my savings account. 

Ainsley received a similar deal, as she stepped in to do the extra work 
for Fourth Down, leaving me to handle The Infinite Everything. Let me 
tell you, having been in the spotlight, in a negative way where the band 
was concerned, did not make my experience a warm and fuzzy one. 

Most of their fans had jumped on the embrace Everly, and apologize to 
her, bandwagon. Most, not all. Those who had not done so, made their 
derision known. They also made it known that they thought the original 
stories about me being a home-wrecking whore were true, and that Jay 
was just paying out big bucks and spinning lies to protect his new piece of 
ass. I shit you not, it was the Jeverly Conspiracy Theory. Those were 
some of the things being said about me regularly, and I was the one 
having to read through them. That was the only part of my past two 
weeks where I continued to mutter the ever-popular words, ‘fuck my life’ 
as I did my job. 

What I did not do, was complain to Deacon, the band, my brother, or 
anyone else about the shit I had to read. They had to know some of it was 


out there, how could they not? But beyond that, I needed them all to 
think that I had processed, moved on, and worked through the things that 
had happened to me as a result of the situation. For the most part, it was 
true. The moments were few and far between when I let it get to me. 
Sometimes, I just needed to find a quiet place where I could scream, cry, 
or try to breathe without eyes watching me. 

I was determined to make this day, one of the good ones though. It was 
a rare day off, without a concert, and no travel necessary. We had arrived 
in Prague a day early, and as per the guys’ request, I had a tour of the city 
and a taste of the nightlife all set for the bands and a few of the crew who 
wanted to tag along. We were going to enjoy ourselves, and I was not 
going to be working. Nope. Instead, I was going to be on the arm of my 
boyfriend, surrounded by our friends, while we explored a new city, ate 
cool food, and partied at one of the best clubs in Central Europe. 

That was why, when my phone rang with the tone that belonged solely 
to my boss, Deacon, I cringed and almost refused to answer. Almost, and 
looking back, it would have been a great idea if I had stuck with that 
original plan. Instead, I answered the call. 

“Hey, Ev.” His tone was completely neutral. That was not like him, and 
it made me nervous. 

“Deacon,” I stated without any hint of emotion. 

“I know you have a big day planned with the bands, but I was hoping 
you could come downstairs to the private salon we have reserved while 
we're here.” The private salon that he spoke of was one of the smaller 
meeting rooms available through the Raddison Blu, where we were all 
staying. They were well equipped for what we needed during our stay so 
that we didn’t have to invade someone’s personal room or suite to pile in 
for quick updates, band meetings, and whatnot. 

“Sure, can you give me about ten minutes?” 

“Of course, and I'll have some coffee and pastries waiting for you too.” 
And that was how I found myself sitting across a table from Deacon and a 
man, who I assumed was his assistant, as they smiled and passed three 
folders stacked with papers in my direction. 

“Normally, I don’t give choices, and only assign our team where I think 
they’ll do the best work. In your case, I think you’ve earned your pick of 


assignments, so I wanted to present them now so that you know, in 
advance, what your schedule will be like once this tour is over.” We had 
four weeks left of this world tour, and then The Infinite Everything had 
off for a couple of months while they were supposed to go into the studio 
to work on more material. That was why confusion set in, as I stared at 
the packets before me, though not seeing exactly what any of them said. 

“Choices?” I questioned while pulling a couple of the packets closer. 

“Yeah, for which tour you'll be hopping on next,” Deacon stated, as he 
glanced down at his phone once more. Something was keeping his 
attention off of me, as I sat there shocked, wondering what was 
happening. 

“T thought the guys had off for a few months while working on new 
stuff?” I questioned. 

That finally got Deacon’s attention, and when he looked up, I could see 
a little bit of frustration brewing along with something akin to sympathy. 
He cocked his head, narrowed his eyes, and pulled another packet of 
papers out of his briefcase. That set I recognized, because it looked just 
like the contract I’d signed with him in my apartment in Virginia. 

“You signed a contract to be a tour manager’s assistant, and personal 
assistant for assigned bands, as needed for Wicked Web Tour 
Management.” Deacon stated this while shoving the contract my way. 
“You did not sign a contract with Masters Records to be a PA for one of 
their bands in specific, nor did you sign on with a specific band privately. 
That means, you go where I need you. We are a tour management 
company, Everly. You go where the tours are happening.” 

And the light dawned. I would not be working for The Infinite 
Everything or Fourth Down when this concert tour was up. I would be 
working with a new band, and that prospect was daunting. It would mean 
leaving everyone, leaving Jay behind and going out with a new group of 
people that I had to get to know all over again. Granted, that was exactly 
what I wanted from this job when I first signed on to my internship. I 
knew I’d move on from Fourth Down, get to meet new people, travel, and 
then switch it up at the end. I never thought about what happened once I 
grew close to those people, or how it would feel to exchange one set for a 
new one. 


I swallowed hard. “I understand that, I guess it just hadn’t sunk in 
completely,” I informed him. 

“Well,” he stated, as he scooped my contract up — which had been 
unnecessarily laid out before me — and put it back in his case. “As I was 
saying before, I am giving you an option. You’ve been requested by a 
specific band to join their tour, so you should probably weigh that heavily 
into your decision, especially since you’re so new to this world and 
haven’t exactly established a reputation for yourself yet, to warrant such a 
request.” My eyes had rounded out in a big way as I wondered what band 
with an upcoming tour had possibly heard of me and not been scared 
away by all the negative press? 

“Okay, so what does that mean exactly?” 

“Open up the folders in front of you, Ms. Dawson. Then you get to pick 
which band you'll be going on tour with. Sinful Serenade begins touring 
the same week the world tour ends here, which means you would hop on 
a plane following the last stop, come home, sort your shit, and pack for a 
new tour. You would meet up with them in L.A. where their first concert 
kicks off and go from there. I think they'll be out for a solid three months 
with a two month break during which they’ll be recording and won’t need 
your skill set. Their tour will pick back up after that and go for another 
four months. Depending on how the first half goes, I may swap you out 
and allow someone else to take the second half while you move on 
again.” 

“Less than a week to get ready for another tour, say goodbye to Jay, 
square away my apartment, where I’m going to live when I get back? 
Visit my parents?” I babbled out and Deacon laughed. 

“I figured that one would be daunting for you, and if it makes you feel 
better about turning it down, I already have Josh set and ready to go if 
you don’t want it. He’s a huge Sinful Serenade fan, so really, you’d be 
doing him a solid by letting that one go.” I nodded, not knowing whom 
this Josh person was, or caring. I only knew that I would need more than 
one week to square my life away before setting out on another adventure. 

The next folder I opened was for a band I hadn’t really heard of. At 
least, not one I listened to, at any rate. “Corona Valley Summers?” I 
asked. 


Deacon shrugged. “I don’t know what that name is about, but they’re a 
decent band. They tend to draw a younger, more energetic crowd that 
like to mosh and get dirty. These guys could definitely use someone solid 
on the job like you. They’re up and coming, but big enough to pull off 
their own small venue tour — which this is. You won’t be doing arenas 
with them like you are with The Infinite Everything, and they won’t be as 
easy to manage. A few of these guys are wild little assholes.” 

“That’s startling, and not exactly promising,” I stated coolly. Although, 
part of me was sort of thrilled to attempt the challenge of unruly rocker 

“Well, the fun part of our job is when we get those types who are all 
about the sex, drugs, and rock-n-roll, and we’re able to get them where 
they need to be and make them appear to be the professionals that they 
are not.” 

I sighed, knowing he was right, and feeling the itch in my palm at 
accepting such a challenge no matter the shit that would come with it. I 
glanced down at the paperwork to see when they were going out on tour, 
but Deacon beat me to the punch. “You’d have a month off to get your 
shit together with that one, and of course, you won’t be out as long 
either. They have a three-month, countrywide small venue tour. Once it’s 
done, they go in for contract negotiations with their label to see if they 
are sticking or moving on.” 

“Hmm,” I offered without adding anything else as I reached for the 
third folder in the bunch. That was when I saw Deacon’s smile ramp up to 
a level ten, and I knew whatever was in the last folder was bound to be 
something special. I just wasn’t sure if it was Deacon level special, or 
Everly - able to deal with the shit - level of special. I opened the folder 
and let out a long breath. “Valhalla Rising?” I questioned as I also noted 
that I would have two months off between the end of this tour and the 
start of theirs. 

“They requested you. I received a call, personally, from John Dormier 
last week. He said Gabe’s kid got your video of the jam session the guys 
did together with T.I.E. and Fourth Down, and that kind of cemented 
everything in their eyes. They knew you were the one pulling the strings 
to set up the videographers and get things done, but you remembering 
something like shipping off a copy of the video to his newly discovered 


kid really nailed it for them. They want you on board. Their tour starts 
later than the other two, which gives you more time to settle and adjust 
prior to leaving, and...” 

I cut him off at that point. “And it gets me touring with a band I love, 
respect, and I know will treat me right.” I agreed, not really knowing if 
that was what he was going to say or not. 

“It gets you experience on another large-scale tour with a big name 
band that can carry arenas,” Deacon added. 

“That’s the one,” I told him. 

“I figured it would be, although, I think at some point you should also 
consider doing a smaller scale venue tour like the one I presented with 
Corona Valley Summers. Working with a band that already has their shit 
together is one thing, being the person to help an up-and-comer pull their 
shit together, and having everyone acknowledge that you handled them 
well, is another. It’s a game changer for your career, if you’re successful.” 

“If ’m not successful?” 

“Depends on the situation. If you’re not successful, you start over to 
earn your rep with other bands. If the band was just too far-gone, it’s 
never held against you. There are a few out there that are lost causes 
from jump, and not all of us are hiding miracles in our asses for a rainy 
day.” Deacon winked at me then. I just sighed, snatched up the pen, and 
signed my life away to tour with Valhalla Rising. “Probably the wisest 
decision, considering,” Deacon confirmed. “I was a little worried those 
guys would chew you up and spit you out. They knew you were in the 
running, and all but requested you as well.” My brow went up at that. 
“Not because they heard about your wonderful skills, darlin’. They did so 
because they thought you were hot, and if you would throw down with 
Jay, they figured they could have a shot at you too.” 

I wrinkled my nose at that. “And you were going to send me in there 
with them?” 

He just shrugged. “Part of the job. You learn to put them in their place, 
or the job’s not for you.” 

“I guess so,” I admitted. “Okay, well is that all you needed from me? 
I’m sure the guys are getting restless by now.” 

Deacon pierced me with a look then. “I’m sure that Evan knows what’s 


up, since John is his uncle, but none of the guys are going to know what 
this meeting was about. It’s up to you if and when you tell them, and let 
the cat out of the bag. I have a sneaking suspicion that the majority of 
The Infinite Everything thought you were going to be theirs, even after 
the tour was over.” He shook his head then. “You would think that they 
would have learned from Fourth Down’s failure to secure you, that they 
needed to get that shit in writing.” 

“And you weren’t going to be the one to point that out to them,” I 
added sarcastically. 

“Hell no! You’re too good at your job; I’m not ashamed to admit I 
wanted you working for my company above all. To hell with them, if 
they’re too stupid to snatch you up from underneath of me.” Again, he 
gave me a wink and a smirk, and I couldn’t really hold it against him 
either. Business was business, after all. Deacon’s business left me with the 
very real problem of how to break the news to Jay though. At least we 
would have two months of down time to help cushion the blow. My 
apartment and my parents were still in Virginia. Jay was in L.A. My 
shoulders slumped, and they must have done so visibly, because Deacon - 
who was now around the table - rested a hand on my shoulder. “You 
ok?” 

“I’m fine, just processing and planning. Today was supposed to by my 
fun day, Deacon.” 

“Tt still can be,” he argued. 

“Yeah, but now either I ruin everyone’s day by telling them before we 
go, or I have this news hanging over my head all day. I still haven’t 
figured out my living situation for when we close out the tour yet, so 
that’s all up in the air too, and damn you - you made me think about it!” 

“You'll figure it out,” he told me as he chuckled while gathering his 
things. Once he had everything put together, Deacon patted my shoulder, 
then tipped his head toward his silent minion. They both got up and left 
the salon. I was left with my heavy thoughts thickening the air in the 
room. Suddenly, I was very happy to have only signed on to a two-year 
contract with Deacon. 

When I left the salon, and saw everyone standing around waiting on me 
with eager smiles on their faces, I knew my news would have to wait. 


There was no way I was taking this day from them. They’d been looking 
forward to exploring a new place for a while, and this was one of the first 
tour stops where we actually had more than a few hours to burn. We had 
an entire, unprecedented day and night ahead of us. The only not-so- 
eager face in the crowd had been Jay’s, and I think that was because he 
was the only one who bothered to notice the stiff set of my shoulders and 
the fake smile I had plastered on my face. Don’t get me wrong; I was 
ready for the opportunity to work with Valhalla Rising. That was going to 
be something special, but on the flipside, it meant leaving behind my 
friends and a new love. That part sucked giant donkey balls. 

“What’s going on?” Jay asked quietly as I approached him. 

“Just some business stuff,” I explained vaguely. “We can talk about it 
later, but right now we’re exploring Prague, and we are going to enjoy 
the hell out of this day off!” The last of my declaration was spoken loud 
enough for everyone to hear, causing a round of cheers to go up as we all 
shuffled to the large 16-passenger van I’d managed to procure for the trip. 
And we needed all of those seats too for our ever-expanding crew. Our 
friendly lighting tech guy, Mike, offered to be our chauffer today since 
he’d get to hang out and explore with us too. We also had added Ainsley 
to the mix, and besides her there was David Anderson’s sister, Chelle, 
who was now traveling with the tour as a merch girl, selling Fourth 
Down’s merchandise. If I wasn’t mistaken by the looks that had been 
passing between them, there might also be something brewing between 
Chelle and Evan. At any rate, that brought our sightseeing extravaganza 
up to 13 people, and with four women along, we’d need the three extra 
seats just for our purchases while we were out. 

All was right in my world, once again, as Jay took hold of my hand and 
walked out to the van with me. He moved us straight to the back seat, 
and sat me damn near in his lap as everyone else packed in the rows of 
seats in front of us. “You’re going to share whatever had you on edge in 
that office with me later today, right?” Jay whispered his question into 
my ear so as not to tip off the others that something might be amiss. 

“T promise, tonight, I will fill you in on everything. For now, let’s enjoy 
our day, okay?” 

He sighed, blowing the hairs near my ear and neck a bit, causing a 


tickling sensation that sent shivers through my body. “Ev, that means 
what you have to say is going to suck. Is he pulling you from our tour?” 

I turned so that I was staring into the warmth his eyes always radiated 
back at me, and I smiled at him. “I promise you, I am not leaving this 
tour early, babe. It was a business meeting. It didn’t go as I thought it 
would, and I will give up all the details later, because this is my day off 
and I want to enjoy the hell out of it before I have to think about more 
business stuff.” I reached up and rubbed my hand along his cheek then. 
He smiled down at me and leaned forward to place a chaste kiss on my 
forehead. It was a good thing that’s all he did, because at that moment, 
my brother decided to climb all the way to the back seat and plop down 
right beside us. 

“There will be no hanky-panky in this vehicle today. You two save that 
shit for a place where I don’t have to see it,” my brother scolded, much to 
everyone’s amusement. Well, everyone but my own and Jay’s. 

“You wouldn’t have to see shit if you sat up front,” Jay grumbled back, 
causing everyone to burst out in another round of laughter at our 
expense. 

My brother grinned and added, “Yeah, I know,” before turning to look 
out the window and ignoring our glares. Damn the over-protective big 
brother of mine. 


19 - BREAKING THE NEWS 


A full day out, and well into the night with our crew, was both 
exhilarating and exhausting. I was more than ready to get back to the 
hotel by the time we started heading in that direction. Of course, I had 
also hoped that Jay had forgotten about the fact that he still wanted to 
talk to me about the meeting I had with Deacon. I felt that it would be 
best to tell the band, as a whole, together in the morning. 

Luck was not on my side though. Just as we were pulling in at the hotel 
he leaned over and said, “Good, now we can talk about what had you 
bothered this morning.” 

I cleared my throat so that I’'d be able to project my voice to everyone 
on the bus. “Hey guys, listen up, I’m going to need to see all of The 


Infinite Everything in the salon room before we go our separate ways for 
the night.” 

“What about the rest of us?” Ainsley asked, her curiosity obvious. 

“You guys can come if you want, but it’s news that really won’t affect 
Fourth Down at all.” I glanced at Ainsley purposefully then. “You and I 
can discuss it later, in private, if you’re tired and ready to go.” 

“T think I’ll pop in the meeting now. You know me, if I don’t I’ll be 
wondering what’s up, and I won’t sleep well. Next thing you know I’ll be 
banging on your door at 2:30 in the morning.” 

Travis turned his head around in a snapping movement as soon as the 
words left her mouth. “Why would you have to go bang on her door when 
you share a room?” He asked snottily. 

I sighed, everyone else laughed. “Dude, you can’t be that clueless,” 
David barked out at him. Travis sent him a scathing glare. 

“Can too. It’s one thing to know, but it’s another to really know and 
have it confirmed.” Then he glanced bac - or should I say glared back - at 
Jay and me while whispering threats meant for my man. I just waved him 
off. 

“Whatever. Anyway, you’re all welcome to sit in on the meeting, but 
it’s only necessary for T.I.E. members,” I reiterated. 

That was how I found myself in the meeting room with Ainsley and 
every member of both bands. Chelle and Mike had decided that they 
weren’t needed there, rightfully so, and had taken off for their respective 
rooms. Evan had watched Chelle go, with undeniable interest, before 
ducking into the meeting room with the rest of us. After the things we’d 
talked about during our trip, I had knew there had been far more between 
the two of them than anyone else had realized. I also noticed that David 
was doing a darn good impression of Travis’s big-brother hate glare, only 
his was directed at a very clueless Evan. 

Once everyone was seated, or standing comfortably against the wall, I 
took my spot in front of them at the head of the table and proceeded to 
fidget with a rogue paperclip that had been left there by someone else. 
“Okay, Ev, let’s just spit it out,” Micah called, while looking down at his 
phone with a rather impatient grimace on his face. 

“Well, I got word from Deacon this morning about some things that will 


happen once the tour is over.” I noticed that Evan was smiling at me now, 
and then he spoke instead of me. 

“Are you working for them? I know they requested you,” he asked, as 
everyone else just volleyed looks back and forth between Evan and me. 

“They did, but I was given three choice as to which tour I would be 
joining after this one ends.” 

“Whoa, wait a minute,” Jay called out as he stood and moved in closer 
to me. “What exactly are you saying here?” 

“I signed a two year contract with Deacon when he came to see me in 
Virginia, before the world tour kicked off in London,” I stated. 

“Yeah, we all know that,” Jay mentioned as he continued staring at me, 
confused. 

“T signed that contract with Deacon, as a contracted employee with 
Wicked Web Tour Management. That means that I am a tour manager’s 
assistant, which goes without saying that I have to be on an actual tour — 
for the most part - to do my job.” 

Jay continued staring at me, and it didn’t seem as though my words 
were sinking in. It was Jeremiah who caught on first, standing abruptly as 
anger radiated off of him. Then my brother caught on and began laughing 
his ass off. 

“You guys called me the fucking idiot?” He managed to hiss out amidst 
his guffawing. 

“What?” Jay started. 

“We didn’t put you under contract ourselves,” Jeremiah lamented as his 
fist slammed down on the table. 

“Jesus,” Evan muttered. “I thought you guys knew what it meant when 
she signed with Deacon.” He was shaking his head at the guys in his 
band. 

Mags sat there staring blankly at me before she chimed in. “Well, that 
sucks royally.” Then she focused her attention back on my and asked, 
“What are you going to do?” 

“What do you mean?” 

“You're going to turn him down, right?” She asked with her bottom lip 
poked out. Something David was watching avidly, I noted. 

“T can’t do that,” I stated at the same time Evan jumped in with, “She 


can’t do that, don’t ask her to.” 

“Why the hell not?” Jay shouted, and it came out a lot louder than I 
think even he intended, especially since I was standing right beside him. 

“Well, there’s this little legal thing called breach of contract that I don’t 
want to be responsible for. Not only could Deacon sue me if I chose to no 
longer work for him, but I would also be blackballed in the business for 
doing so.” 

“But we would hire you,” Jay informed me. 

“Yeah? And what happens to my career if the two of us don’t work out 
and you guys all decide it’s too awkward to work with me because of 
that? Or you find someone else who doesn’t want your ex-girlfriend 
trailing around on tour with you all the time?” 

“So, now youw’re plotting our end?” Jay seethed at me. 

“Are you kidding me, right now?” I yelled back just as angrily, but then 
took a calming breath before I continued. “Listen to me, and really hear 
what I’m saying. I have to think about everything. If the whole mess we 
just went through taught me anything, it’s that possibilities are endless. I 
don’t know what that future looks like, I just know that if I screw over 
Deacon, I’m extremely limited and at the whim of a few people who 
never stepped up to put me under contract to begin with.” 

“Fucking Christ,” Jay yelled out, as he tossed the ball cap he’d been 
wearing most of the day, across the room. “We had a few more important 
things on our minds at that time, Ev.” 

I flinched at the implied meaning behind those words. Words that were 
more than hurtful; whether he meant them to sound the way they did 
when they came out or not. He literally just told me I wasn’t important. I 
stepped back from him, putting distance between us. He looked both 
stunned and puzzled by my retreat. 

“You're an asshole,” Ainsley stated with enough venom in her voice to 
get through to him. Jay snapped his head around in her direction. 

“How am I the asshole? I was dealing with all the bullshit in the 
papers-” he started explaining before Ainsley’s humorless laughter cut 
him off. 

“Yup, you did a bang up job dealing with it too, back before we signed 
our employment contracts in Virginia, you know, after you ran my best 


friend off tour by lying and meeting up with your ex-girlfriend and 
enjoying those breakfast kisses.” Ainsley didn’t bother hiding her snide 
tone. Apparently, she still hadn’t forgiven Jay for his fuck ups. “You were 
dealing with that shit like you were trying to put out a fire with hose full 
of holes. Sorry the whole ‘nothing you were doing’ stood in the way of 
you making sure your supposed woman had a job secured for her when 
the shit stopped hitting the fan.” Ainsley sneered at Jay. “Way to go, 
doing all that shit that was so much more important than Everly, you 
dick!” 

“Son of a...” Jay muttered as he sat down in the chair nearest him with 
a defeated sigh, while running his hands over his face in frustration. “I 
didn’t... fucking Christ. Everly, I didn’t mean anything was more 
important than making sure you were taken care of. I just had so much 
already brewing that it never occurred to me, because you already 
worked for us.” 

“No, I worked for Deacon then too,” I pointed out as I continued to 
distance myself from him physically. 

“You guys tormented the shit out of me, out of us,” my brother pointed 
to his bandmates as he spoke. “You ridiculed us for not demanding that 
Ev be signed on into our deal, and then you stole her out from under us. 
Then you were all too stupid to offer her a contract.” His laughter was 
genuine as he continued. “Priceless. Sweet. Karma.” 

“Damn man, you’re an asshole,” Micah stated coolly. 

“Nah, I’m just giving back what was given to me, dude. Enjoy that.” My 
brother told Micah before turning his attention back to me. “So, what’s 
the news? You said you were given a choice between three tours. Who 
were they with and which did you pick?” 

My brother offered up the perfect distraction from the drama in the 
room, even as I knew it was going to cause more. I went with it and 
answered though. “The first tour was with Sinful Serenade,” I started to 
say, to which my brother and his band all ohhed and ahhed. The guys 
from The Infinite Everything remained silent. “I turned that one down 
though.” 

“Why the fuck would you do that?” My brother asked incredulously. 
The guys had been following their band, and now that I wasn’t faced with 


the shocked reality of my situation while sitting in front of Deacon and 
his minion, I recalled that they used to dream of being on tour together 
one day when both bands finally made it. 

“Um, because it left one week after I would get back from this tour, and 
that wasn’t enough time to do anything. I have to get my living situation 
squared away, see mom and dad, and” I glanced over at Jay who was 
studiously staring at the floor by his feet, “figure out where I’m going to 
live when this is all said and done.” 

“Oh,” my brother agreed in his own weird way. “Yeah, I guess I can see 
how that would be rough. So who else was up?” 

“Corona Valley Summers,” I told him. 

He just looked perplexed, but Micah spoke up. “Small venue tours can 
be fun, although I’m not sure I like the idea of you going out with those 
guys though. I hung out with them a bit once before, and they are fucking 
wild, man.” 

“So Deacon informed me,” I told him. “So, even though their tour was 
the shortest, and gave me a month at home to prep, I turned that one 
down too.” 

I noticed Evan grinning big then. “So you took the third option, huh?” 

“T did.” 

“What the hell was the third option?” Jay asked when he finally 
bothered to look at me again. I had moved all the way to the other side of 
the table from him by then. I could see that he was a little put out by the 
distance I had placed between us. 

“Tll be going out two months after we get back from this tour, and I’ll 
be doing it with Valhalla Rising,” I smiled as I gave him this news, 
because I thought it would be welcome. I was half right. The tension left 
his shoulders as he hissed out, “Thank fuck for small favors,” before 
something occurred to him and he snapped his focus around to Evan. 

“Wait, that’s twice you eluded to the fact that you knew what was 
going down,” he stated his sort of question while glaring down his band’s 
drummer. 

“Yeah, Uncle John texted me, and let me know they were putting in a 
request for her when Deacon told them she signed on as staff at Wicked.” 
He shrugged his shoulders. 


“So, you knew she would be leaving us and you didn’t say shit?” Jay’s 
voice was all anger and betrayal again as he spoke. 

That was when Evan took a defensive stance. “You need to chill out 
with that accusatory shit, man. Yeah, I fuckin’ knew, and I figured since I 
thought all of my bandmates had half a damn brain in their heads, that 
they should know Everly would be leaving us at the end of the tour too. 
All I got was a heads up about a request for her. I was pretty fuckin’ 
happy to hear she might go with my uncle’s band, because I knew they’d 
treat her well, and we wouldn’t have to worry about her on tour with 
them.” 

When Jay started to say something while still glaring Evan held his 
hand up to stop him. “Nuh-uh. Don’t come at me with your attitude. 
Considering she was your girl, I figured you had that shit locked down 
and had talked over the future with her. When Deacon said she’d signed 
with them, I thought it was a choice you guys made together, knowing 
what that would mean once the tour ended. I assumed she wanted to get 
some more experience under her belt, dealing with other bands and tours, 
before settling into just one. Which, if I’m taking my own personal wants 
out of the equation, is smart for her to do, because she does have to keep 
her bases covered for the future.” 

I could see Jay physically trying to swallow everything he wanted to 
unleash on the room. Evan made sense, and we were the two idiots who 
hadn’t discussed what our post tour future together would look like. 
Granted, things sort of fell apart for a while there before I left tour and 
signed that contract with Deacon. Hearing Evan mention it, my mind 
started to wander back to all the missed opportunities and how short- 
sighted we seemed to be about everything. Being on tour kept you in a 
bubble of un-reality, and nothing proved that more than the fact that 
future was never once something Jay and I discussed. Failing to plan for 
every inevitable outcome was sort of in my job description, so it was 
ironic that I'd failed that test in my personal life. 

“Anyway, I just wanted you all to know what was going to happen, 
because I was a little blindsided by it this morning. I don’t know why I 
thought I would continue to be assigned to you guys once you were no 
longer touring, but I was given a swift reminder at my meeting, that I 


worked for a tour management company and not for any one particular 
band’.” 

Jay turned his eyes to me, only now they were softer than they had 
been moments ago when he was yelling at Evan. “You didn’t realize?” 

I shook my head. “Nope. Deacon was pretty adamant about me sticking 
things out with you guys, so it didn’t clue in that he meant for the 
remainder of the tour only.” 

“Did you try to get out of coming back?” Jay asked. 

“No, he just made it known that he would understand if I didn’t want 
to, but that he was ecstatic that I chose to finish out the tour with all of 
you. Of course, I didn’t think about the fact that finishing the tour would 
mean moving on to a new one when this one was over. That’s on me 
though. I should have known better, but I guess my thoughts were bogged 
down with other things at the time too.” 

“Yeah, like not being able to attend your own graduation,” Ainsley 
muttered, causing Jay’s shoulders to droop some more. I sent her a look, 
letting her know to get her attitude in check. We were going to have to 
have a best friend one-on-one chat real soon, so that we could figure out 
how to get her over this grudge with Jay. I knew how she felt, because I 
lived it. Ainsley had the misfortune of having to pick up the pieces of my 
heart that were shattered, while I simultaneously helped her with her 
own bit of heartbreak. It had been a shit time for both of us, and her 
issues never got better, so her bitterness had apparently shifted focus to 
the man close enough to feel her wrath. 

I understood, to a point, but I also wasn’t going to let her harbor 
resentment against him that should be directed at her own ex-boyfriend 
instead. I had chosen to forgive Jay and move on, and I meant it. If 
Ainsley was going to have my back, that meant supporting my decisions. 
Hopefully, she would be able to do that. 

“Well that’s all the news I had to share. I just wanted everyone to be 
aware, so that you know what to expect in the coming months.” 

“You gonna let this affect your relationship with Jay?” Jer asked 
quietly. 

“T certainly hope not. It’s the same as if you guys went on another tour 
without me, we’ll figure it out as we go, and neither of us is prone to 


cheating so that’s enough. We are lucky enough to live in the land of 
FaceTime, instant messages, texts, and...” 

“Redtube,” Micah shouted excitedly. 

“Really, Micah? A porn site?” I asked while rolling my eyes and 
flipping him off. 

“Yeah, my boy’s gonna need it when his woman is gone for long hauls,” 
he replied snickering. 

“For fuck’s sake,” Travis groaned as he got up and left the room. 

“Ym with him, sadly, I can’t leave without my woman though, so you 
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fuckers get out!” Jay called to everyone left standing. Most laughed as 
they went about their business. Mags hung back and approached me with 
a sad puppy dog face. 

“I didn’t want to go back to being the only woman again,” Mags 
complained to me as she wrapped her arms around my waist. 

“Maybe you can steal Ainsley from the guys too,” I suggested. 

Mags cringed a bit. “No offense, because I know she’s your bestie, but 
that girl scares me a little. She doesn’t take one ounce of shit from 
anyone.” 

I laughed. “Nope, she doesn’t. Sounds like a good thing for when some 
of the guys forget themselves and get out of hand.” I fake coughed out 
Micah’s name them. 

It was Mags’s turn to giggle. “Yeah, well I think if we put her and 
Micah together too long, things will start heating up to where we have 
another love match on our hands,” Mag told us. Both Jay and I started 
laughing. 

“No way,” I told her. 

“Never gonna happen,” Jay declared with complete sincerity. “He ain’t 
ready to settle down yet.” 

Mags just grinned at both of us. “I think you’re both a little clueless, 
because you have your own shit to deal with, but trust me on this. It’s 
going to happen.” 

“What about you and your new lust interest, or is it interests?” I asked. 
I might have been somewhat oblivious to everything happening around 
me, but I had caught on to some of the looks, and longing glances 
between all my friends. I’d also caught Mags and David flirting quite a 


bit. To add to the confusion, I’d also noticed Mags getting in tight with 
the head photographer The Infinite Everything used while on tour. She 
was new for the world tour since the guy they were using state-side had 
been hemmed up with some legal trouble and couldn’t go. From what I 
gathered she had been assigned to them before though. 

“IT don’t know what you’re talking about,” Mags clipped before all but 
running from the room. 

Jay laughed at her antics and then turned to me. “Which one do you 
think she’s going to go after in the end, the chick or the dick?” 

“Jay Turner! You’re so damn crude!” 

“Maybe, but you love me anyway,” he teased. 

“T do,” I told him honestly, as I leaned in for a kiss. “Sorry I dropped 
this on you in front of everyone, I just wanted to get it all out at once, 
and after we’d been able to enjoy the day,” I explained to him. 

“I know, baby. I’m sorry for the way I reacted. Seems we continued to 
fuck this situation seven ways to Sunday, or at least I know that I have.” 
He shook his head. “Two years on that contract, huh?” 

“Two years,” I confirmed. Jay looked thoughtful then. “He wanted me 
to sign for five. I refused.” 

“Well, that’s good fuckin’ news,” Jay agreed before wrapping his arms 
around me. “Let’s take the rest of this discussion upstairs, sweetheart, 
because I think it’s going to go over far better if we’re both naked while 
we have it.” 

“Do you now?” I chuckled while asking the question. 

“I do, indeed.” 

The first two hours of our naked talk did not involve talking. We were 
barely through the door when Jay spun me around, picked me up so that 
my legs were wrapped around his waist, and then he nailed me to the 
wall with his body while kissing me furiously. I didn’t even have time to 
catch my breath before my shirt flew off my body and landed somewhere 
out of sight. 

When I was finally able to get my lips free of his, it was only because 
Jay had divested me of my bra and his mouth was busy teasing my 
nipple, which damn near turned me to putty in his hands. “Jay,” I 
breathed out as he continued to work me with his mouth while his fingers 


deftly attempted to pop the buttons and zip down on my jeans. I wasn’t 
sure how he planned to take them off of me while my legs were holding 
me up to him, so I finally spoke up. 

“Jay, put me down and let me help,” I finally managed to get out, as 
his mouth left my body long enough to glance down beyond my breasts to 
see what he was doing. He relented when faced with the fact that the 
jeans weren’t going to magic themselves off of my body, no matter how 
far down he attempted to tug on the zipper. 

Once our clothes were removed from the equation, Jay wasted no time 
in having me plastered to the wall again, and before I knew what was 
happening, he thrust himself deep inside of me. There were no words 
exchanged, just grunts of exertion and pleasure. As I started to tip over 
the edge into my first orgasm of the night, I realized there wasn’t really 
any room for talking just yet. It was something that would have to wait 
for later. 

Much later. 

Much, much later. 

As it turned out, our bodies talked through the fuck against the wall, 
the little tease on the couch when we couldn’t quite make it all the way to 
the bedroom afterward, and then on the bed where we got creative with a 
number of positions only to slip back into hot, heated, sensual fucking. It 
was too bad for me that I was almost comatose by the time Jay started 
talking. 

“Move in with me?” 

“Mmm,” was my brilliant response. 

“Everly, babe, ’'m asking you to move in with me once this tour is 
over,” Jay stated again. It was then that his words finally sank in and 
drilled past my post multiple orgasm high. 

“Wait, what did you say?” I mumbled into his arm, which had been 
serving as my pillow since the moment I rolled off the top of his body 
after taking the ride of my life. 

“You with me now, sweetheart?” He asked, laughter followed his 
words, proving that he found my post-sex fog hilarious. 

“Yeah, wide the fuck awake now, Jay,” I grumbled. 

“So, will you?” He asked. 


“Will I what, babe?” 

“Will you move in with me when the tour is over?” 

I sat up and stared at my boyfriend then. “You’re serious?” The words 
left my mouth before I really thought about exactly what he had been 
asking me. “Um,” I hesitated, because I didn’t want to hurt his feelings, 
but I also didn’t want to hurt my own. 

“What? Just spit it out, Ev. I’d rather know why you're hesitating up 
front, than try to guess about why you end up saying ‘no’ to me.” He 
seemed calm, but there was hesitancy in his eyes that told me he was now 
on guard. 

“J don’t mean this to sound insensitive at all, in the light of your 
question, but didn’t you live with Lydia prior to going on tour?” 

“Yes.” Nothing further. He wasn’t getting it. 

“Okay, and you were still living with her when the tour started,” I tried 
to ease him around to some of my initial concerns. 

“Not seeing your point since everyone knows this, and it’s not 
something I ever attempted to hide.” 

“Right. Everyone knows, including me, that you and Lydia shared a 
place. No offense Jay, but I absolutely don’t want to live in a place that 
you shared with your ex-girlfriend. The same girlfriend, I’ll remind you, 
who attempted to ruin my life. No way do I want to pick up the sweet tea 
pitcher and figure out she’s the one that bought that shit.” I mumbled the 
last, but it was something I had thought about before when I fantasized 
about having Jay ask me to move in, only to have my fantasies quickly 
turn into a horrible nightmare when Lydia popped up in my dreams. I 
shivered as I tried to shake the memory of those nightmares out of my 
head. 

“Babe, my mom helped moved all of Lydia’s shit out,” he started and I 
quickly interrupted. 

“Okay, but you still have memories there. What about your bed? I’m 
sure that was yours. Did your mom move it out too? Because I REALLY 
don’t want to sleep in the same bed that woman did. Like, as in, not 
ever.” 

Jay sighed. “I understand that, Ev. Listen before you interrupt me 
again. My mom moved Lydia’s shit out, because I had been planning on 


moving out of the apartment anyway. I bought a house in the hills before 
we left. Lydia wasn’t aware. It wasn’t something she helped pick out. My 
mom went with me to do it. I told you before that I already had doubts 
about Lydia, but beyond that, I didn’t want her input because she would 
have dug too deep into my account with her tastes. She just knew we’d be 
looking for a new, bigger apartment or something when I got back from 
the tour. ’d already seen some of her horrific choices for houses and 
apartments. 

“She’s never stepped foot in the house. I have all new furniture being 
put in there. The only things coming from my old apartment are my 
personal belongings like my guitars, clothes, and old stuff from before I 
even knew Lydia. Nothing that would remind me of her will be in the 
new house, which means you will have nothing to worry about in regards 
to that.” 

“Oh,” I managed to squeak out. 

“Yeah, oh. So, what do you say?” He asked again. 

“Isn’t that moving too fast?” 

“Do you want to be without me when we get off tour? You only have 
two months before you’re back out there, babe. We’re spending every 
night together already, living in far more cramped conditions than we 
would if we were in a house together.” He squeezed me tight to his side 
and then turned so he could look into my eyes. “I don’t want you in 
Virginia.” 

“Td already talked to Ainsley about getting a place with her,” I 
explained, “in L.A.” 

“Okay, well now you don’t have to find a place. We can find Ainsley a 
roommate. I think that merch girl was saying something about needing to 
find a place when we get back.” 

“Chelle?” I asked, confused. 

“Yeah, the one that Evan has his eye on.” 

“Hmm, well they do get along, but what if...” 

“This decision isn’t about anyone else besides me and you. Is it 
something you want? If so, and Ainsley can’t find a place, I’m here to tell 
you, the house has four bedrooms babe, and a room over the garage too. 
She can take her pick outside of the master, and move in if that’s the only 


way I can get you there.” 

I giggled at that, because no man really wanted the best friend to live 
with him if it could be helped. At least, no man with good intentions 
would want another non-related woman living with them. I understood 
Jay’s motivation though. If it was between adding her to the mix or not 
having me, he’d add her to the mix and hope like hell she stayed out of 
our way and didn’t cock block. 

“Is this why you brought me back here and fucked me into a sexual 
haze? Attempting to make me more compliant?” I was teasing, but his 
grin said that was exactly what he’d planned. 

I just shook my head at Jay when he didn’t answer me. “Okay then, I 
suppose we can see how things go. If it’s too much, you let me know and I 
will look for something else, okay?” 

“Sweetheart, it is not going to be too much. I know where I want you 
every night. I want you in my bed. In our bed. There’s no way in hell I 
can walk away from having you with me all the time.” 

And then I had to dump ice water all over that situation. “I’ll only have 
two months before I have to go back out.” 

“I know that. We’ll have to make the most of it, and work out how to 
deal with the distance as we do.” He tickled my sides, and caused me to 
squirm beneath his fingers. That was the great thing about Jay; he always 
knew how to lighten the heavy stuff. “Like you said, there’s all kinds of 
ways for us to stay connected while either of us is on the road over the 
next two years, and if we coordinate well enough, maybe you'll be 
hitched to our next tour with us. In the meantime, my band is mostly on 
vacation for the next few months, minus some studio time we’re putting 
in, along with a few appearances here and there to keep things fresh.” 

“Yeah, I know, which means we’ll have a little more flexibility with 
time on your end,” I started telling him, but he kissed my nose, then my 
mouth to shut me up. 

“Nah, what I’m saying is that I like concerts when I get to watch them 
too, so I’ll be able to come out to see you once in a while and catch a few 
shows. It’s not like Gabe, John, or the guys will mind one bit.” 

“How do I keep forgetting you’re a rock star?” I asked on a giggle. “I 
mean, I know you are, but I completely spaced the fact that you’ve 


actually sat in on a tour with Valhalla Rising before and that John is 
related to Evan.” I breathed my first sigh of relief since speaking to 
Deacon the previous morning with that thought. “Suddenly, things don’t 
seem as bleak.” 

Jay grinned down at me. “You got that right sweetheart, and now I 
don’t seem as tired as I was before our chat either,” he commented as he 
waggled his brows at me in his own goofily seductive way. Just like that, 
Jay had my spirits lifted while he proved to me once more that he 
definitely had the stamina of a fit rock star as he pounded two more 
orgasms out of me before we finally passed out for the night. 


20 - TWO MONTHS OF LOVE 


We hit Europe, Asia, Australia, and added in a quick side trip to Brazil to 
close out the tour, and my time working with both Fourth Down and The 
Infinite Everything came to a close. Those weeks of traveling, planning, 
scheduling, and shuffling the band to where they needed to be, seemed 
far more hectic than anything I’d done stateside. Then again I’d only been 
given a small taste of what it was like to do my job for the major act on 
tour prior to everything blowing up before we hit the world tour side of 
things. I was ecstatic for the experience, but out of my mind with how 
quickly time was flying. 

The most important part of everything that happened over the past four 
weeks was that Jay and I were solid. Not a single night on tour, since we 
reacquainted in London, did we go to bed separately. I had my friend 


back, and I definitely had my lover at my beck and call whenever I was 
feeling frisky. That included a few rare moments when we found a private 
little nook somewhere backstage before or after his shows. We both were 
well aware of how easy it was to be walked in on though, considering our 
histories with our exes, so we took care to lock doors and stay away from 
windows where they existed. I was contemplating this as the plane we 
were flying home on started to make its approach of the runway. My 
brother glanced at me from across the aisle and smiled, Chris blew out a 
breath since he hated landings, and Drew actually whooped out loud 
about being so close to finally making it home. 

The guys from Fourth Down had found a place they were going to rent 
together in L.A. They all had to go tie up loose ends back home in 
Virginia first. David and his sister, Chelle, already lived in L.A. so they 
weren’t with us. Ainsley asked me to supervise the people she was 
sending to pack out the rest of our apartment, because she did not want 
to chance running into any of her family who might be trying to stalk her 
down, since she’d been ignoring their incessant requests for an audience 
with her. 

That left me, and the man who flew home with me, to meet my family 
and help me pack my life up to ship to the house he’d purchased in the 
Hollywood Hills. I could not believe I’d agreed to move into his new 
house, sight unseen, but I was taking a leap of faith for love. Plus, he 
promised if I hated it that we could look for something else. That was 
sweet of him, but considering what I made, versus what he made, I had 
already determined to make due with whatever it was. 

“You ready to see your parents, babe?” 

“Are you ready to meet them?” I asked with a smirk. 

“Tm sure I’ll have them under my spell without much trouble.” 

I was glad to see he was confident, because my brows rose in question 
at his comment. My parents were well versed with what went down and 
how it affected my life, so they were not exactly Jay’s champions going 
in. He smiled his big, goofy grin at me and leaned in to kiss my temple. 
“Don’t worry. I know what I’m walking in to, and I know what I need to 
do to reassure them that you are safe and loved with me.” 

“Baby.” One word, and not much more than a whisper, was all I could 


produce, because emotion was weighing anything else down. He had 
already proven to me that he had my back when he gave a verbal smack 
down to any supposed fan that attempted to make any nasty comments to 
me backstage. Those few, who had been stupid enough to attempt it, were 
swiftly ejected and lost the privilege to be there even after they had paid 
such a hefty price for the backstage pass. 

One such woman, who had called me a nasty, disease-carrying, man- 
stealing slut, had publically complained about her treatment after she’d 
been ejected. She quickly met with the backlash from hoards of the band’s 
true fans, who told her that she shouldn’t run her mouth about the guys’ 
women in front of them, and she wouldn’t have been kicked out. Duh! I 
had chuckled at some of the comments. That, of course, came after I dealt 
with the fact that there were still people out there who believed all the 
lies that had been told about me by a woman who was not just the 
cheater in Jay’s relationship, but also a criminal. 

It was something I had to learn to shake off, and I had gotten quite 
good at doing just that. Now, I had to wrap my head around my parents 
finally meeting my boyfriend, a man they thought less of than they 
should, simply because of the shit stirred by his ex and by another woman 
who was infatuated with him. 

I honestly hoped he knew what he was getting himself into. I hoped he 
was able to convince my parents the way he had won over my brother, 
and the fact that he had indeed won over Trav was something we had on 
our side. Luckily for us, the guys - minus Dave - were all coming over 
tonight for a welcome home dinner. 


SS 


“Do you think that’s wise?” My father asked while his eyes shifted and 
narrowed on Jay as he asked the question of me. 

“Dad,” I started, but he just interrupted me. 

“After all the drama you already went through, and the fact that life on 
the road isn’t exactly ordinary, I just think you might need to take a step 
back from this situation and consider everything with a clear head. Living 
with someone is a huge step in any relationship, and the both of you just 


got burned pretty hard by other people you were seeing.” 

“Not to mention that it will mean both of my babies will be moving to 
the west coast and then I’ll probably never see you again,” my mother 
interjected her quick shot of guilt, while sniffling. She glanced around the 
table, “And the rest of the boys too.” 

“Mom, you will see us both again, and often, I promise.” This was from 
Travis. 

“We’ve already been living together, for months, on the road, and if 
you can deal with being that close to someone, and not want to kill them, 
it can’t get any worse sharing space in a house with multiple rooms where 
we can actually get away from one another if we need it. Even if I wasn’t 
moving in with Jay, I’d still be going to L.A., because that’s where my job 
is for the next two years. Well, there and on the road with another band.” 

“How is it going to go when you’re on the road with a different band? 
What if you fall for one of them? What if he falls for someone else while 
yow’re gone?” My dad asked with genuine interest. 

“Well, first of all, I think you should know me better than to ask that 
question of me. You don’t know Jay, but he never once cheated on his ex- 
girlfriend and they were together through five years of him touring. To 
ask that is also insulting. We are the ones who have to set those 
parameters and live within them. That’s part of why ’m moving in now 
so that we can have the time that the next two months allows us to get 
used to things. It will give us a chance to work everything out before I 
have to go out on tour with Valhalla Rising.” 

I'd like to say the rest of the chat with my family went better after my 
declaration, but the truth was, it didn’t. It also didn’t matter that my 
brother and his bandmates seemed to approve of my relationship with 
Jay. All my dad saw was the trouble Jay’s situation had already caused 
me. My mom only saw that I was moving to the west coast away from her 
at the same time that her son was moving away. She was losing both of 
her children to their careers, only in my case, she was choosing to use Jay 
as her whipping boy.My mom had been all about me having fun and 
finding adventure, but apparently she hadn’t thought my adventures 
would turn out to be permanent. 

Jay, for his part, took the abuse in stride, telling me his mom would 


probably behave the same way and just follow him if he ended up 
switching coasts. That thought took me straight into shaking like a leaf 
when we were getting off the plane in L.A., because his mom would be at 
his new house to greet us when we got there. I was not looking forward 
to stepping into Jay’s shoes and having his family upset with me for some 
reason. 

I was silent the entire ride into the Hollywood hills, and then some. My 
leg was bouncing with nerves before Jay set his hand down on it and 
squeezed a bit. “My mom will love you. I promise, you are not going to 
get the same reaction your parents gave me. You’re not taking her little 
boy away from her; you’re just making me happier than I’ve been in a 
long damn time. I don’t blame your parents, babe. They see me as the 
reason you're jumping coasts. Pll take that beating until they understand 
you would have done it anyway.” 

That was exactly why I had fallen in love with Jay. He knew how to 
reassure and calm me in the middle of a storm, just as he’d done when I’d 
first found Clay cheating on me. I didn’t have any extra time to reflect 
though, because suddenly, despite the horrific L.A. traffic, we were there. 
The house was not some humongous, gloriously monstrous thing that I 
managed to cook up in my mind. Instead, it was an understated beauty in 
Beachwood Canyon. From the driveway, it appeared to be a ranch style 
white house with an attached two car garage and a gorgeous dark 
wooden fence running around the front of the property. I knew, from 
what Jay had told me, that there was a balcony area out back with a view 
of the canyon, and I was sure that was beautiful too, but this was 
perfection. It looked like a normal person’s home anywhere else in the 
country. It wasn’t some ostentatious show of wealth, and I adored Jay 
even more for choosing it. 

“Wow!” I declared on a breathy sigh as I moved to release the door, so I 
could get out and get a closer look. Jay’s awed look caught my attention 
before I could move though. 

“Seriously? You like it?” 

“T love it. It couldn’t be more perfect, real, and down to earth in a place 
where everything is overdone, and all about outdoing the neighbors.” 

The grin he wore grew to take up his whole face, eyes crinkled at the 


corners and everything. Then he reached over, grabbed me behind the 
neck, and pulled me in for a kiss. “I can’t tell you what it means to me 
that your first reaction was what it was.” 

“Thinking of Lydia?” I asked, knowingly. 

He nodded. “She would have hated this. She would have preferred the 
place three houses down that you crinkled your nose at when we passed 
it.” 

I laughed. “You saw that, huh?” He laughed with me. “You started 
slowing down, and I just knew it was going to be that horrible, harsh 
lined, all window and concrete construction.” I shivered visibly. “I am so 
glad it wasn’t.” 

“You're perfect!” 

I turned to give him my full attention as he said those words, and 
smiled brightly at him, before movement near the front door caught my 
attention. When I glanced up, it was to see a stunning, slightly older, 
blond woman, standing there watching us. “Your mom?” I asked. He 
continued smiling at me and nodded his head. “Let’s go. I can’t wait to 
meet her and get a look inside this place.” Despite how nervous I had 
been, I really meant it. After seeing the house, and realizing it was all Jay 
and none of the flash I had worried about, my mind was set to ease. I 
figured since his mom had helped him pick this place she couldn’t be all 
that bad either. 

She was moving toward us, arms extended, and fingers doing a grabby 
hand motion before she wrapped them around her son and gave him a 
giant, super-affectionate hug. “I missed you while you were gone this 
time. There was so much crap out there about you, and there’s never crap 
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about you!” She confided, and it made me wonder if she would blame me. 
“That stupid whore! I always told you that Lydia was up to no good. Why 
a woman with no job would refuse to go on tour with you all the time, 
aside from quick trips, was always at issue with me.” The woman blushed 
profusely when I nervously kicked a rock that caught her attention. “Oh, 
no! I’m so sorry. I shouldn’t have brought her up.” 

“Don’t even worry about it,” I assured her while waving her apology 
off. “We were just talking about her in the car.” 


“You were?” She asked while looking a little shell shocked. 


“Yep!” Jay informed her charismatically. “When I saw Ev’s reaction, I 
damn near huffed out a lung full of air ’d been holding in, I was so 
relieved. She loved the house on sight, and I mentioned that Lydia would 
have hated it.” 

“She would have loved that horrid place a few doors down,” my mom 
added and both Jay and I laughed at that. 

“That’s the one Ev crinkled her nose at in disgust when I started 
slowing down. She thought we were going to turn there.” 

“Well, I already like you then!” His mom said and turned to me then 
with her arms extended. “It’s so good to finally meet you Everly! My son 
speaks of you with such fondness that I didn’t really ever have any 
doubts.” Her arms wrapped around me in a warm embrace as I got a 
whiff of the subtle and calming fragrance she wore. It kind of smelled like 
honeysuckles and home on a warm, summer night. I immediately felt 
welcomed. 

“It’s so good to meet the woman who raised this man. Thank you,” I 
told her, and I meant it, because his demeanor was clearly evidence of her 
hard work, love, and caring nature while he was growing up. I had no 
doubt Jay’s mom was the biggest reason he stayed so grounded, despite 
having a career that meant the odds were stacked against him. 

Jay’s mom pulled back, but still clutched my upper arms gently in her 
hands, as she gave me a squeeze. “That means a lot,” she informed me 
with teary eyes. “I feel like a real ass though, my name is Janine,” she 
managed to get out on a chuckle. “I guess I suck at introductions, so I 
didn’t teach my son to be any better at them.” She winked and I laughed. 

“That’s all right, this is a bit of a crazy situation, I suppose. It’s bound 
to throw us all off a little bit.” 

“Pshh,” Janine pushed the sound out through a grinning mouth. “The 
strange thing would have been if my son had completely lost his marbles 
and brought that other woman into this wonderful house to taint it. I 
don’t care how the two of you came to be together. This is a pleasant 
change. Now, let’s go get you acquainted with your new place.” 

I didn’t bother correcting her that it was Jay’s new place, and I was just 
staying here on a trial basis to see if we could make things work, before I 
had to head out on another tour with another rock band. It seemed like 


the wrong time to go over those details. We had a far better reception 
from Jay’s mom, and I certainly didn’t want to taint that already with 
‘what ifs’ and speculation in the same way my parents had managed to 
tear us down. 

I still couldn’t believe they were being so unbelievably unaccepting of 
the situation considering how eager they were for their son to go off and 
start his music career. They knew his career would take him all over the 
world. They had done nothing but behave encouragingly. When it came 
to me, everything was different. There was no encouragement, and they 
were talking about how they could get me out of the contract I’d signed, 
stating that Deacon had taken advantage of getting me to sign when I was 
in such bad shape emotionally, that I wasn’t in the right mind to be held 
to a contract. 

I refused the cop-out they attempted to force on me, because that is 
exactly what it was. Deacon had told me he would wait for me to sign the 
papers if need be. He hadn’t pushed, coerced, or otherwise forced me into 
anything. I took it as my way out, and held on to it tightly. The fact that I 
thought it meant something a bit different than it did made no difference. 
It was a decision I made, and it was one I would honor. 


21 - THE LONELY TOUR 


“Babe, fuck, yeah, just like that.” I nibbled at Jay’s neck as he crooned 
sex-rasped words to me. Swiveling my hips for effect, had him hissing out 
a breath as his hands moved down from where they’d been lavishing my 
breasts with attention, to rest at my hips. His fingers dug into the flesh 
there as he began controlling my movements. “You keep swiveling those 
hips that way and this will be over before we’re both ready,” he insisted. 

“We can’t have that now, can we?” I asked as I clenched my pelvic 
muscles, which garnered another groan from Jay. 

“You aren’t playing fair today, Everly.” 

“T have to leave soon, Jay. There’s no time to play fair. I just need you 
to make us both come so that I can finish packing my bags.” 

“Don’t fuckin’ remind me,” he huffed out as he flipped us both, while 


he managed to keep himself inside of me. Jay buried his face in my neck 
where he kissed, sucked, and nipped at my sensitive flesh, no doubt 
leaving behind love bites along with the beard rash, and making sure that 
his territory was well and truly marked. 

“Savage,” I hissed at him as he released the last suckling kiss from neck 
with an animated pop. 

Jay chuckled and then pumped into me even harder. “Just making sure 
everyone knows you belong to me.” 

He’d grown out the facial hair over the past two months, at my request, 
because I was curious what he would look like with something more 
substantial than stubble. We quickly discovered that the beard had added 
bonuses to our sex life, and despite the rash it left behind, the thrill of the 
sensations it caused during oral sex outweighed any embarrassment I may 
have had to endure over the red marks it left behind on my neck and face 
from particularly heavy make out and love making sessions. 

“Oh God!” I hissed as my head tipped back, toes curled, and my entire 
body was washed in waves of pre-orgasmic heat and pleasure. Jay stroked 
me just right, so that the head of his cock was hitting my g-spot on the 
inside, while his pubic bone was grazing over my clit on each downstroke 
as he bottomed out once more. 

“That’s it baby, I feel you fluttering all around me,” he informed me on 
a breathy groan as he kept up the brutal pace stimulating me twice over 
with each stroke. “So close, babe, need you to get there with me.” 

“Already...” I didn’t get the last word out as a moan escaped my lips 
instead of the words while pure ecstasy washed through my veins and left 
me in a heady wrung-out mess with Jay breathing heavily over top of me 
having met his own release too. 

“Gonna miss having this every day with you, beautiful.” 

I ran my fingers across the light brown beard on his face that was two 
shades darker than his dirty blond hair. Then I tunneled my fingers into 
those long, silky locks of his and pulled his face down to mine so that our 
lips met in the gentlest of touches. “No more than I will, baby.” I 
whispered the words into his lips. “I love you, and that won’t change even 
if we don’t get to do this daily. I'll still see you during the tour. We need 
to be thankful that it was put off so long since Chevy’s accident. 


Otherwise, I would have been gone all this time already.” 

“T know,” he mentioned as he kissed my neck, gentler than before. “I'll 
pop out to meet you as often as I’m able.” His words were followed by a 
quick and playful nip of my bottom lip before he rolled off of me and 
grabbed my hands to pull me along with him. We stayed cuddled up for a 
bit with me draped across his chest, our sweaty bodies quickly cooled in 
the air being pushed around by the ceiling fan above our bed. 

“T’m going to miss our bed,” I whispered into the quiet of the room. 

“The bed, huh? That all?” 

I playfully swatted his chest. “I’m going to miss the man who makes the 
bed the best place in the whole world to sleep, too.” 

“We'll be fine, babe. We have it all planned out. I have a couple weeks 
of studio work here with the guys, but then I’ll be coming out to do a 
couple stops on the tour with all of you before I’m due back in the studio 
again.” 

“T know. And by the time the tour is done, my contract with Wicked 
Web will be mostly over. So, there’s that bit of good news. With any luck, 
and a lot of convincing on my part, we’ll be able to get Deacon to place 
me with you guys for your next tour too.” 

Jay laughed. “I think you might have competition for that spot when it 
comes up.” 

“What do you mean?” 

“I saw Ainsley at the studio again yesterday. She was arguing with 
Micah. Granted, it didn’t last long before she stormed out, but he ran after 
her, and Micah never chases after women. He usually lets them do all the 
work.” 

“You seriously think Micah and Ainsley are together and hiding it?” We 
had this argument at least once a week for the past month, because 
something would come up and there would be an Ainsley and Micah 
sighting, but my best friend hadn’t said word one to me about any 
involvement with the rocker. I didn’t think anything was going on beyond 
coincidental meetings since we all ran in the same circles. Jay disagreed. 

I felt him attempt to shrug his shoulders beneath me. “I guess time will 
tell, but there’s more than she’s been sharing with you. That much is 
obvious.” 


“Hmm,” I managed to hum out before the alarm on my phone started 
buzzing at me. “Time to pack that last bag, babe.” 

He smacked my ass playfully then. “Come on, let’s get you showered, 
and I’ll help make sure you only have ugly, comfy, period clothes in that 
bag.” 

That made me laugh. “I don’t even have period clothes since the shot 
keeps me from having a period.” 

“Whatever, Pll go buy you some then. I’m thinking granny panties 
would be hot on you anyway.” He shook his head in a mock pouting 
gesture as he eyed my naked body. “I guess I’m fucked either way. There’s 
no hiding all this perfection.” 

I grinned at Jay as he scooped me up and took me to our bathroom to 
get us showered and freshened up for the big day. I would leave on tour 
with Valhalla Rising in a few hours and we were making the most of our 
last little bit of time together. 

The past few months had flown by. We had helped my brother and his 
band move into their apartment, once they got their shit together in 
Virginia. Jay had talked to his old landlord and secured a three bedroom 
apartment for the guys in his old building. Since there were three of them 
they were easily able to afford it. David had his own situation worked out 
and didn’t need to crash with the guys, which was good, because they 
hadn’t been able to find a four bedroom place with reasonable rent. 

Lydia had been convicted and was serving time in a minimum security 
women’s prison for embezzlement. Her assets - which were few — were 
seized and used to pay back some of the money she had stolen, though 
not all. Everything we had gone through in the press was brought back 
into the light once more when she was sentenced, but we managed to get 
through it without too much drama invading our lives. Thankfully, we 
were no longer on tour, so lying low was a far easier thing to accomplish. 

We also managed to work through all of our issues about me leaving on 
tour with another band. We had established ‘the plan’ as Jay liked to call 
it. The plan consisted of specific times when we would be able to call one 
another, FaceTime, or whatever. It also had dates blocked out for when I 
would be able to fly home for a few days or when Jay would be able to 
join me on tour. The guys from Valhalla Rising were incredibly 


supportive and offered Jay a spot on the bus anytime he needed it. They 
also indulged Jay in making sure I was on their bus, if need be, and not 
with the road crew or the women from Dusty Rose who would be touring 
with them. When we realized that Valhalla Rising would be touring with 
Dusty Rose, it had almost been a deal breaker for me. There was no way I 
wanted to be anywhere near Sky Reynolds for even a day, let alone, stuck 
in close quarters with her. 

The guys readily agreed to that too since they had a similar rule to 
T.I.E. about groupies on the bus, and that was where I would be bunking. 
I found that odd considering their band was all male, but they told me 
they had learned early on that inviting them on the bus was just inviting 
trouble there that they didn’t need or want. Besides, most of the guys 
were either tied down already or on their way to being tied down to a 


woman. 
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It had only been a week without Jay, and I was miserable. Every time 
he called, it was harder and harder to hang up. Seeing him on video chats 
seemed to make it worse and better all at the same time. It really hit 
home and hurt when I picked up the video chat to see that Jay had 
shaved his beard off. 

“What did you do?” I whined. 

Immediately his hands went to swipe across his jawline. “Feels weird 
without it, but the studio needed me to shave it off for the promo pictures 
we were shooting.” 

“Who cares about the studio? That was my beard! They had no right, 
Jay. No right at all!” 

Jay chuckled and Micah popped in the frame. “Aww, we’re really going 
to miss how easily you blushed when we pointed out the beard burn too, 
sweet cheeks. Or should I call you red cheeks?” Jay swatted a cackling 
Micah away before I could even respond with anything more than an 
indignant huff. 

“Sorry babe, it'll grow back,” he offered with a wince. 

“What’s the wince for?” 


“I’m just not looking forward to the itchy part when it starts growing in 
again.” He full on shivered as if he were staring down a room full of 
creepy-crawly spiders instead of the prospect of growing a beard again. 

“Whatever,” I huffed out on a sigh. “If you want to keep it shaved now 
you can, I guess. I kind of missed seeing your face too even though I did 
enjoy the benefits of the beard.” 

“Eww, TMI Everly!” I heard Mags call from somewhere behind him. 

“You know you could warn me, in future, if you’re in a private area or 
if other people are in the room. What if I wanted to talk about how much 
I love to suck on...” 

Jay stood up in a rush of blurred motion and moved quickly through a 
hallway until I heard a door shut behind him. “Damn it, Everly,” he 
chuckled. 

“What?” I asked innocently. “I was just going to say how much I loved 
to suck on cherry popsicles.” 

“Babe,” he groaned out. An alarm went off on my phone, interrupting 
my video feed momentarily while I shut it off. “You have to go?” 

I nodded my head for the camera. “I have to go,” I echoed. “I love 
you!” 

“Love you too, sweetheart. Talk to you tomorrow. Hope you guys have 
a great show tonight.” 

“Thanks, I’m sure they will. They have me to make sure everything 
runs smoothly, after all.” He chuckled again. I smiled at him warmly. 
“Wish I could kiss those lips of yours now that I can actually see them 
again,” I lamented. 

His smile grew wider. “You'll be kissing them again soon enough, babe. 
Love you.” 

“Love you too!” With that our conversation ended and I pulled myself 
together, and left the bus to go make sure the guys of Valhalla Rising 
were where they were supposed to be. 
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“Come on sweet thing,” Draven Gibbs whispered into my ear as I 
squirmed, trying to get away from where his sweaty body had me pinned 


in a corner at the end of the hallway. “You know I’m going to be a bigger 
deal than Jay fucking Turner ever will be, so why not give me the chance 
I’ve been asking for?” 

I pushed at his sweat-soaked chest in an attempt to move him away 
from me. The lead singer of the opening act, on the past few tour dates 
with Valhalla Rising since Dusty Rose took an unanticipated break, had 
been after me since they got there. He wrongfully assumed that I was 
available to whatever bands I worked with on tour. Since I had hooked up 
with Clay and then Jay during the last tour I worked for, he thought that 
meant that I didn’t have any limits. Of course, I had dated Clay prior to 
the tour, but that didn’t seem to matter. Nope, Draven — what a stupid 
stage name — had it in his head that I should be available to him in a 
private capacity. 

“Get off!” I yelled as I attempted to move him again. 

“Nah, sweet thing. I think you like it, and you’re just trying to save face 
in case anyone sees you. 

Seconds later Draven was pulled off of me, spun around, and had a fist 
planted firmly in his face before I could even register who was there to 
save me. My entire body was shaking, because I didn’t think anyone 
would get to me in time, and I honestly wasn’t sure how far Draven 
would push things with no one around to notice what he was doing. He’d 
been harassing me since they joined, but everyone blew it off as him just 
being flirty. Loud noises, crashing, and the sounds of booted feet running 
towards us, met my ears but didn’t register until an arm wrapped around 
my shoulders and attempted to pull me up from the floor. I hadn’t even 
realized, until then, that ’'d sunk down there when my wobbly legs 
wouldn’t hold me any longer. 

“Ev, are you okay?” It was John Dormier speaking. When I finally 
realized who was with me, I glanced up into his blue eyes and nodded my 
head. “It was more than him just flirting this whole time wasn’t it?” He 
asked. I again nodded my head. 

“I told you guys he kept coming on to me,” I whispered. 

“Fuck!” He hissed out between his teeth. “We thought it was... never 
mind. It doesn’t matter what we thought. We should have taken you more 
seriously,” he insisted. 


“Yeah, you fuckin’ should have!” A familiar voice yelled from the other 
side of the hall, which had me looking up and over John’s shoulder. 

There he stood, with Gabe Northman and Wen Hinton holding him 
back as he struggled to get to the man now bleeding in the middle of the 
hall. “You stupid fucker! I'll sue you for this!” Draven had the nerve to 
yell at my boyfriend. 

“Go right the fuck ahead, motherfucker! You assaulted my girl, and I 
was defending her, let’s see how that plays out in the papers and in 
court.” 

Draven got ready to come back with something when John turned to 
face him. “Shut the fuck up, Draven. If I’d known you’d been harassing 
her like this, you would have been thrown off the tour three fuckin’ stops 
ago.” 

“You can’t throw me off the tour. We’re contracted.” 

“You’re on tour with us at our invitation. Consider it rescinded. We’ll 
find a new opening act or get the girls back.” 

“No!” I spoke up, finally finding my tongue. “None of us needs that 
kind of press. As long as he can stay away from me, I don’t care.” 
Honestly, I wasn’t sure which was worse, having to deal with Draven 
every day or Pyscho Sky when Dusty Rose was around. The girls had 
taken a hiatus from the tour due to a health issue with their lead singer, 
Calista Jacks. 

“Ev,” Jay called out as Wen and Gabe finally let him go. He moved 
directly to me and wrapped me up in his arms. I inhaled his clean, fresh 
scent and immediately felt safe and loved. “You can’t want this asshole 
sticking around on a tour, for months, with you after this.” 

“You know what they’ll say in the press if anyone gets wind of this,” I 
told him quietly. “I can’t go through that again.” 

“Ev,” his voice held all sorts of emotion and I knew chief among it, all 
was the lingering regret of what his hesitation to set the record straight 
about Lydia had caused me. We were still dealing with the effects of it 
even now. If a band got kicked off this tour because of me I would be the 
poison. There was no doubt. 

“It’s fine. Pll just be careful not to be alone anymore.” 

“Fucking hell!” He turned his attention to the members of Valhalla 


Rising, along with the members of Forgotten Fames — Draven’s band —- 
and started yelling. “Why the fuck was no one been looking out for 
Everly’s well being? From what I’m hearing this has been an on-going 
problem since these assholes took over for Dusty Rose.” 

“We didn’t realize it was quite to this level,” John informed him. 

“I don’t give a fuck what level it was to. It was obvious the asshole 
wasn’t taking no for an answer. Someone should have been with her at all 
times, or you should have had a talk about getting him off the tour before 
now.” 

“Whoa, wait a minute,” Stephen, the drummer for Forgotten Flames, 
called out. “What’s this about taking Draven off tour? He’s our lead 
singer, man. If he goes, we do.” 

“Yeah, then maybe you should keep your asshole lead singer in check 
since he’s been harassing my girlfriend and I just caught him cornering 
her here. She was yelling and fighting him off, and he wasn’t budging.” 

“Son of a bitch!” Stephen hissed out. “You stupid fucking bastard. How 
many times did we tell you she was with Jay Turner, and that you needed 
to leave it alone?” 

“Fuck you,” Draven spit out in a nasally whine as he swiped at the 
blood running down his face from what appeared to be a broken nose. 
That wasn’t going to sound good when he started singing. It probably 
wouldn’t feel good either. It was almost enough to make me snicker, 
almost. 

“Someone should call Mel,” I mentioned, but it was drowned out by 
Draven’s bandmate. 

“No, fuck you, asshole. You’re bullshit is about to get us kicked off the 
biggest fuckin’ tour of our lives! ’m over it. When this tour is over, either 
we're replacing your ass, or I’m walking. I can’t keep doing this. This isn’t 
even the first time you’ve done this bullshit.” Stephen pulled at the tips of 
his green spikey hair after he announced that, as if it was causing him 
anxiety. Granted, I guess it was since his band was imploding before his 
eyes. 

“Fuck!” I heard Gabe groan. “Someone get security here. Phoenix and 
Oscar need to explain why we weren’t made aware we had a sexual 
degenerate on tour when we were told background checks were run. 


“His family paid the girl off. It happened back when we were all in high 
school and just getting started. He fixated on her even though she turned 
him down repeatedly.” 

“He rape someone?” Gabe asked. 

“No, it didn’t get that far,” Stephen admitted. 

“Because he stopped himself or someone else did?” Someone else 
asked. 

The guys from Forgotten Flames all looked around guiltily. “Someone 
else,” Stephen reluctantly answered. 

“We’re dealing with this,” Gabe told Jay. “Why don’t you take her back 
to the bus, and we'll bring security by in just a bit.” 

Jay nodded his head and then led me away. “Are they getting kicked 
off tour?” I asked hesitantly. 

“He has a history of sexual assault, Ev. Sounds like it will be for the 
best, because I don’t think he’s going to leave you alone if he’s left on 
tour. All it would take is one time for you to be in the bathroom, or 
somewhere alone, and him to be watching and find you there 
vulnerable.” 

“Why does this shit keep happening to me? The press is going to have a 
field day with this.” 

“No, they won’t! I’ll deal with it, and make sure that a statement is 
issued in conjunction with whatever the guys want to put out there. We’ll 
get this shit locked down tight for you, Ev.” 

I simply nuzzled further into Jay’s hold as he moved us to the bus that 
had been parked out back of the venue. “I’m so glad you were here today, 
but why are you here? You weren’t supposed to meet up with us until 
New York in a couple of weeks.” 

“IT know, babe. It was a surprise. I had it planned out with John. ’m 
actually going to be with you until New York now. Then I have to be back 
in the studio with the guys. The schedule got shifted since the producer’s 
wife just had a baby, and...” he waved away his own words, kissed the 
side of my head, and peeled the bus doors open so that we could get on. 
“Anyway, it means I’m here now, and thank fuck for that.” 

“You know that you’re always the one saving me?” I asked him quietly 
as we settled in on the leather couch toward the front of the bus. 


“Yeah, how’s that, because I can think of a time when I didn’t?” 

“That night with Clay, you were the one who found me, and held me, 
and made me believe that everything would be okay. Then in L.A. you 
tried to take me to dinner and make sure I wasn’t off running around a 
new city all by myself.” 

“Yeah, but you ditched me for Mags that time,” he offered with a grin. 

“Well, you had your own city beasts to slay that day. Then in 
London...” I tried to continue. 

“Don’t credit me for London. That was shit that had already piled up 
and should have been dealt with sooner.” 

“It still helped me, so I’m counting it. And now, today, I don’t know 
what he would have done or if my next move would have worked, so I’m 
glad you showed up.” 

“What was your next move going to be?” 

“T was about to knee that bitch in the balls so fucking hard he’d be 
eating his own future children.” I felt Jay’s shoulders shake as he tried to 
hold his laughter in. 

“Jesus!” Wen hissed out from near the bus door. “That was really 
fuckin’ graphic, Evie.” He came aboard clamping his hands over his 
family jewels. 

“Yeah, well, better that than the alternative,” I muttered. 

“Wish you would have let us know how bad that shit was,” he told me 
as he moved onboard the bus. 

“It was never as bad as today. He hasn’t ever attempted to touch me 
before, it was always just running his mouth before” I told them. 

“Yeah, but we thought he was doing it in a joking way, and that clearly 
wasn’t the case, judging by what happened out there tonight.” 

“No, it was never him joking about anything. Every time I thought I 
had it nipped in the bud, he came back with more innuendoes, offers, and 
disgusting remarks.” 

“Tm really sorry about that, honey. We’re getting that shit taken care 
of, and there’s a mixed gender band that was our back up choice, who 
should be joining us at the next stop, if we can’t get the girls back.” 

“Who do you guys have billed as the second act? Anyone permanent 
yet?” Jay asked. 


“Nah, we have guest acts billed from here to New York, with a few 
different bands that had room in their schedules. We’re actually merging 
with Sinful Serenade in New York for our shows so that should be fun,” 
Wen informed him. 

“So no worries about the other bands traveling with you guys?” 

“Nope,” Wen agreed. 

“Still, I think we should talk to someone about getting a permanent 
security detail assigned to look out for Everly backstage just in case,” Jay 
said, though he did it as if he was just thinking out loud. 

“T do believe Gabe has already put in a request for increased security. 

“T don’t really think that’s necessary,” I told them, but they ignored me 
and continued on as if I hadn’t said anything. 

“Gabe is in the middle of chewing some serious asses at the label. 
According to Oscar, our head of security, the label knew about Draven’s 
apparent indiscretions early on in life, because the band disclosed it when 
they were asked if any of them had any skeletons in their closet that may 
come dripping out when they had a little more notoriety.” 

Jay nodded. “This is our last album with Masters,” he admitted. “It 
fulfills our contractual obligations. We aren’t planning on renewing with 
them.” 

“No shit?” He asked. 

“No shit,” Jay confirmed. 

“Do you know who you’re going with next, or what?” 

“No clue. We’re planning on talking it over after the last tour that we’ll 
be obligated to do for them for the up coming record. After that we want 
to strike out on our own, or seek out another label.” 

“Talk to Gabe before you head back. He’s been making waves about 
getting off the fuckin’ road all the time and settling in behind the scenes, 
since none of us is getting any younger, and most of the guys are settling 
down with their women, who are older too, and don’t want their men 
traveling all the fuckin’ time. Lord knows, John hears it from his woman 
about having to raise their kids while he’s gone.” 

“I get that,” Jay told him with a smile as he glanced back to me. I 
couldn’t even be mad about them ignoring me, because he had just 
dropped a lot of information in my lap that I hadn’t been aware of before. 


It seemed there might be a lot of changes coming up in our future. From 
the guys moving in a different direction with their music, to me possibly 
leaving Wicked Web Tour Management when my contract was up. This 
day was just full of surprises. Not that all of them were good, but it 
definitely meant Jay and I had a lot of talking to get through. 

The other guys started piling on the bus as I was wondering what all 
this would mean for our future. “Who let the groupie on the bus? I 
thought we had a rule about that?” 

Jay, Wen, and me all turned to look around for the groupie that had to 
have heard everything we were discussing, but before we could roll into 
full blown panic, Alex starting laughing his ass off. “You guys should see 
your faces! He was talking about Jay!” Then he glanced in Jay’s direction, 
waiting until the man made eye contact with him. “Since you’re Ev’s 
groupie and all.” 

“Ha, ha!” Jay mock-laughed. “Although, I don’t mind being her 
groupie. It comes with perks.” 

“No!” Gabe called out over Alex’s shoulder. “We do not want to know. 
Right now, Everly is like our little sister; damn near young enough to be 
our daughter, considering I have an adult son now too. No matter how we 
think of her though, she’s family, and we don’t want to know about your 
groupie experience with her, Jay.” 

Jay just laughed, as did I. Then a new round of apologies came from 
the band that quickly put a halt to. “Stop. It’s fine. I didn’t tell you how 
bad he was getting, because I thought I had it handled. That’s on me, not 
you guys.” 

“You’re here because we asked you to be here. That makes you our 
responsibility, hon.,” Wen told me. “We take that shit seriously, and you 
better believe we won’t be falling down on the job like that again. You 
have my word on that.” 


22 —- COMING HOME 


The next couple weeks flew by with Jay hanging around. We only had 
three stops that included hotel stays during that time, but we definitely 
made the best of our private time when we had it available to us. We 
were very respectful of the band on the road though, and didn’t even 
attempt to get frisky on the bus no matter how tempting it got. It made 
me miss nights at home with Jay. 

“Everly,” Gabe called out as he came barreling through to the front of 
the bus with a huge grin on his face. “I just got off the phone with Chevy, 
and he’s coming back to the tour.” 

“That’s terrific, Gabe! What happened with his girlfriend?” 

Gabe slid down into the leather seat beside the one I occupied, and 


sighed. It was a shame that his old agent had kept the news of his son 
from him, because that man was the most proud father I had seen in a 
long time. It hurt my heart to think about all the time they lost out on 
because of one asshole in this industry making a judgment call that would 
shape other people’s lives for better or worse. 

“I don’t think the visit went too well for him. To be honest, I’m a little 
hard pressed to make these plans for him, because it will mean Chevy 
coming into New York, alone. I’m not sure how I feel about that, let alone 
how he’s going to after what happened last time we were there.” 

“If you need me to handle the arrangements, that won’t be a problem at 
all, and I’ll make sure he has plenty of security there too.” 

“T appreciate it. I know Mel will be happy to see him again too.” Gabe 
smiled at me, incredibly preoccupied with something. I imagined it was to 
do with Mel, the nurse who had been hired to go on tour with us. Also the 
woman who held Gabe’s heart in her hands. They’d been going through a 
rough couple of weeks lately, though I wasn’t entirely sure why. I heard 
enough tour gossip, but I knew better than anyone that the gossip I’d 
heard was probably pretty far removed from the truth as to only be taken 
with a grain of salt. 

“I still can’t believe he had a kid out there, all that time, and didn’t 
know.” 

“Yeah, it’s a travesty that he was kept from knowing about him for all 
those years. I swear, if I ever got pregnant, and your agent tried to keep 
the knowledge from you, I’d shoot a motherfucker right in his junk.” 

Jay grinned and then wrapped his arms around me. “That makes me 
curious, Killer.” 

“About what?” I asked with a grin at his new nickname for me. 

“Do you want kids some day?” 

“Yes,” I stated clearly and without hesitation. 

Jay’s grin grew wider then. “Good. How many are you thinking, 
sweetheart?” He didn’t wait for me to answer him right away though. 
Instead he carried on, “I can just see you all swollen and round with my 
baby in your belly. I gotta tell you, I’m looking forward to it.” 

I turned in his arms, placing my hands against his chest, and feeling his 
heart beat beneath the tips of my fingers. “You mean that? You want to 


have kids with me?” 

“That’s where all of this is headed. Marriage, kids, being an amazing 
family together. The sky is the limit babe, and I want it all with you.” 

I stood tall on my tip-toes and kissed the underside of his jaw before he 
brought his mouth down on mine. One of his hands snaked around to the 
flat of my belly and stroked there gently. “I mean it, sweetheart, can’t 
wait to put a baby in your belly. Until then, I can’t wait to get tonight 
over with so we can get to our hotel room and practice making one.” 

That had me giggling. “Practice does make perfect, so if we practice 
real hard until my contract is up with Wicked, then maybe we'll be ready 
for the perfect baby.” 

His eyes twinkled then. “Seriously? You think you'll be ready to give up 
on the touring for a while by then?” 

“Yeah, I think so, unless it’s just going with you. I have other things I 
can do and organize. I’ve been looking into some changes too. Things that 
won't require near as much travel from me.” 

“Yeah? What things?” 

“We'll talk about them this weekend after the show.” 

“Okay, I’m going to hold you to that, babe.” He patted my belly again 
before mumbling. “Seriously, can’t wait.” It was the sweetest damn 
promise for our future. 


It’s funny how much can change in two weeks. Jay left the tour two 
days before it was officially cancelled. That was how Jay and I found 
ourselves lounging around our house in the hills the next day. “I’m real 
fuckin’ sorry that Wen’s wife went nuts, and the tour got canceled, but 
babe, it’s good to have you home again!” Jay told me as he came up and 
placed a kiss just below my ear. 

“I know. It makes me a little crazy to think about how I’m benefitting 
because Gabe got shot, especially since Wen’s poor daughter was there 
and had to witness everything. I don’t know how she'll cope after seeing 
her mother do that. I feel like an asshole for enjoying my time with you 
when they’re all back on the east coast going through all that.” 


“Youw’re not an asshole, Ev. There’s nothing you could do for them by 
being there, and it’s outside the scope of your job anyway.” Jay snorted 
and then tickled me as he teased. “Besides, I’m glad to have you away 
from Gabe’s little lothario. If I had to watch him giving you eyes one 
more time-” 

“Stop.” I laughed, knowing he was making all that up just to lighten the 
mood. “Chevy really did tell me that he would be all over me, and steal 
me from you, if he hadn’t had a girlfriend the first time we met.” I 
grinned up at Jay then as he continued to laugh. “Seriously, you better 
watch out, I think his brother was giving me some serious eyes too?” 

“Oh yeah? Which one?” 

“The one with the long hair. As soon as he’s legal, I have no doubt he’ll 
be trying to give you a run for your money,” I told my boyfriend as I 
pulled on his long, blond hair. 

“Well, he can try, but Pll have the one thing he never can.” 

“What’s that?” 

“You, babe. Pll have you, and that’s all I need to win every single time. 
Now, give me a kiss.” 

And kiss we did. Then so much more, because no matter how the time 
was granted to us we new it as the gift it was, and neither of us was 
willing to squander that, especially after I had been in a close quarters, 
backstage with a woman wielding a gun. 


EPILOGUE 


Six months later 


Fourth Down and The Infinite Everything both had new albums release in 
the spring, and were slated to go back out on tour. Gabe North was nearly 
fully recovered, leaving Valhalla Rising open to picking their tour back up 
and getting on the road again. So, as luck would have it, they all got 
together and demanded a powerhouse mini-tour involving each band and 
eight weeks of solid jam-packed stops, which crazily enough, was 
beginning in the middle of what has been dubbed the World’s Loudest 
Month for all the rock-n-roll concert festivals that take place in May. 

I was still working for Valhalla Rising, which left an opening for 
Ainsley with either The Infinite Everything or Fourth Down. Since she’d 


worked with Fourth Down before, Deacon made the command decision to 
put her with T.LE. for the eight weeks we would be on the road. I 
honestly couldn’t tell if Ainsley was happy about that or not. Something 
had definitely gone down between her and Micah, but according to the 
guys, he’d been running through women like a starving man lapping at 
the only water in the desert, for a couple of months now. Whatever had 
been going on between them had clearly ended and sent Micah back to 
his old man whoring ways. Ainsley refused to talk about it, which sucked, 
because you know it’s a big deal when your best friend refuses to offer up 
the details. I’d figure it out eventually. 

As for now, the first stop on the tour was Jacksonville, Florida, and the 
guys were on stage back to back. Fourth Down was up first at 4pm on one 
of the smaller stages. Then The Infinite Everything was up at 6pm on the 
larger stage, followed by Valhalla Rising at 7pm in the same place. The 
only good thing about the concert festival tour was that the sets were 
shorter and left the guys time to check out some of the other acts as long 
as they were careful about blending into the crowds. 

When Valhalla was about to go on, one of the event organizers came 
rushing over to us. “Please, tell me you can pull a double set tonight. The 
lead singer for Shameless got arrested earlier today, and they won’t be 
able to get him out until morning, at the latest.” 

“What the hell did Samuel do now?” Gabe asked. 

“T don’t even want to know,” the man said as he swatted the question 
away like it was a particularly nasty little bug getting in his space. “I just 
need to know if you guys can fill in the time slot or not?” 

Gabe winked at me then. “Check with the guys and see if they’re up to 
a part two of our three-way jam session.” 

The grin I wore had to be epic, because I couldn’t wait to see the three 
bands in action again as one big group. The crowd was going to go nuts, 
and they might just end up bringing down the festival at that point. I 
almost felt bad for the headliners of the night on the other stage. They 
were going to have some serious work to do to beat Valhalla Rising, The 
Infinite Everything, and Fourth Down all taking the stage together. I 
managed to get a hold of all of the guys and they all agreed to meet back 
up 15 minutes prior to Valhalla’s original set ending, so that they could 


gear up to go on out with them afterward. 

I was a little caught off guard when I didn’t see Jay before it was time 
for the guys to head out. Then I noticed he was making his wage to center 
stage from the opposite side I was standing on. I guess he didn’t want a 
good luck kiss like he had earlier before they went onstage by themselves. 

“We have a few surprises for you guys tonight,” Gabe called out to the 
crowd. “Due to unforeseen legal troubles, Shameless won’t be joining us 
this evening,” he was kind enough to pause for the crowd’s reaction. Boos 
and hisses went up all around. “That’s okay though, because we have 
something far better, epic even! We’re not just bringing one band on the 
stage to entertain you. We’re about to inundate you with three. Anyone 
hear about the time we took the stage for an impromptu jam session with 
The Infinite Everything and Fourth Down?” 

The crowd went absolutely nuts at the mention of that special moment 
the guys had all shared. “That’s what I thought, and we have that coming 
up for you in just a minute. Before that can happen though, one of the 
members from The Infinite Everything has a little something he’d like to 
get off his chest. You guys willing to listen?” ‘Get off his chest?’ That 
sounded a lot like the introduction Jeremiah had given to Jay way back 
in London when he set the record straight about Lydia and me. I was 
completely caught off guard and had no clue what was about to happen, 
which was rare, considering it was my job to orchestrate things like this. 

“Hell yeahs!” Went up all across the wide expanse of festival revelers 
and that was when Jay started walking out. He was center stage before I 
could even puzzle out what the hell he would have to get off his chest. 
Then, before I could really think it through at all, my brother ran up 
behind me, grabbed hold of my middle, and started waddle-walking me 
out to center stage where Jay stood laughing. 

“Last year was crazy for us when we were on tour, and some of that 
craziness involved this girl here. Can you guys say hi to Everly?” Jay 
called out and sure enough the crowd called back, “Hi Everly!” Wow! 
Now, I kind of got why rock stars were so pumped after a show. I was 
adrenalized just from that one interaction. At least, I had been before my 
idiot brother decided to lift my hand for me and wave it at the crowd to 
their amusement, if the laughter was anything to judge by. 


Jay didn’t leave anyone wanting in anticipation though. Nope. As soon 
as I stood there next to him, he turned to me with the microphone in his 
hand, bent down on one knee as excited shrieks started rising up from the 
crowd, and my heart began to pound out its own special beat in my chest. 

“Everly Dawson, the prettiest girl in the world, the woman who stole 
my heart, and the one person on this earth I want to spend the rest of my 
life with,” he put the microphone down and pulled something out of his 
pocket. “Will you marry me?” He asked without the help of the 
microphone, but he did hold up a ring box removing any doubt as to 
what he might have just asked me. 

“Oh my God!” I managed to get past the lump of emotions clogging my 
throat. Then, I was kneeling down with him, and taking the ring. “I can’t 
believe you did this! I love you, silly man!” I told him, and the 
microphone picked enough of it up that the audience started laughing. 

“Ev?” Jay asked again, grinning at me. 

“What?” I whispered. 

“You didn’t answer the question,” he stated as calmly as he could. 

“Oh!” I looked out at the audience and then back to Jay. “It’d be pretty 
embarrassing if I told you ‘no’ now, huh?” I asked. More laughter from 
the audience ensued. 

“Ev,” he called out, with a little more impatience in his voice. 

“Oh, fine, I suppose, since you went to all the trouble of getting me a 
ring...” I hesitated for a moment before answering. “Yes, Pll marry you!” 
Before the last word left my lips Jay pounced on me, and knocked us both 
back to the stage while guarding my head with his hands. Then, he kissed 
me until my heart swelled to overflowing with the love I had for him. 
Hooting and hollering abounded from the audience as we lay there on the 
stage with Jay on top of me and me - unbeknownst to him at the time - 
throwing up the rock-n-roll staple of devil horns in celebration! 

“That’s my sister!” My brother called out into the microphone. “Rock-n- 


1” 


Roll to the very end!” The audience once again howled with laughter. 
“Now, you two need to quit making out in front of me before I get sick!” 
With that command Travis kicked his booted foot into Jay’s ass and Jay 
took the cue and rolled us to a stand. Then he snatched the microphone 


out of Travis’s hand and shouted, “She fuckin’ said YES!” 


I couldn’t tell you what that jam session was like, because I was too far 
out on cloud nine to notice. The man of my dreams, my best friend, my 
lover, my everything, my infinite something, gave himself to me on that 
stage, and I gave him all of me in return. Nothing else could compare 
with that. 


MORE BOOKS 


By: Christine Michelle 


Aces High MC - Charleston 
The Other Princess - A Love So Hard - The Princess and the Prospect - The 
Killing Ride - A Twist of Fate - Everlasting A Year and a Day -The Broken 
Beginning — Part One ‘The Broken Beginning — Part Two - Aces High MC - 
Charleston Box Set (Books 1-5) - Aces High MC - Charleston Box Set Two 
(Books 6-9) 


Aces High MC - Dakotas 
Dancing with Danger - Whiskey Tango Foxtrot - The Restart and the Remedy 


Aces High MC - Tallahassee 
Crushed 


Aces High MC - Cedar Falls 
Redemption Weather - Smoke and the Flame - Proven - Redemption Duology 
Box Set 


S.H.E. MC 
Angel Girl - JoJo « Keys 


Dark Leopards MC (paranormal) 
Ridden by Darkness - The B Team 


T.I.E. Series 
The Infinite Something - The Infinite Beat 


Valhalla Rising 
Revived 


Standalone Novels 
The Groupie Journal 
Letters to Lily 
His Bittersweet Regret 


TFO 
The Fortunate Ones 


Robeson Family Novels (standalones) 


The Forgotten Wife 


* 


By: Anne Storm 


Savage Vipers MC 
Wait For Me - Devastate Me 


Loved for the Holidays 
Cupid Broke My Heart - Ghosted by Texas 


* 


By: Christine M. Butler 


The Ancients Series 
Shadows of the Ancients - Falling into the White - Branches of the Willow - 
Bound by the Moon 


Vukodlak Brew Series 
Entwined - Enraged 


The Awakening Series 
Birthrights - Revelations - Incarnations 


Death Viewers 
Breathless 


Upper YA Titles 
The Voodoo Follies 
Catch a Falling Star 


MUSICAL INSPIRATION 


My inspiration for this book, musically, was my Daily Mix on Spotify. It 
included music from the following artists: 


Seether, Three Days Grace, Shaman’s Harvest, Theory of a Deadman, 
Sick Puppies, Shinedown, Nothing More, All That Remains, Revis, In This 
Moment, Cold, Five Finger Death Punch, Creed, Papa Roach, Thousand 
Foot Krutch, Sixx A.M., Stealing Eden, Halestorm, The Pretty Reckless, 
Beartooth, Adelitas Way, Hands Like Houses, From Ashes to New, Escape 
the Fate, Highly Suspect, Sylar, Avenged Sevenfold, Goodbye June, 
Through Fire, One Less Reason, Bullet For My Valentine, Trivium, Of 
Mice & Men, Egypt Central, Art of Dying, Pop Evil, Skillet, Red Sun 
Rising, Devour the Day, HELLYEAH, 10 Years, Thrice, I Prevail, Fozzy, 
Stone Sour, Black Stone Cherry, and many, many more. 


Please, check them out. Give a listen, buy some music, or go see a 
concert and support the men and women who make our world a whole lot 
more interesting through their music! 
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Christine Michelle (aka: Christine M. Butler and Anne Storm) writes 
from her home in the mountains of northern Georgia (USA). 


If you want to learn more about Christine, her books, or her crazy 
adventures into the wilderness, you can find out more through the 
following links: 


Website & Newsletter sign up: 
www.moonlitdreams.org 


Signing up for the newsletter also gets you first option at future Beta 
reading and ARC (advanced reader copy) giveaway opportunities! 


Universal links to everything 
(social media, book links, and more) 


https://linktr.ee/christinemichelle 


